Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 







4^. 




'•' ' : 



PLIGHTED TROTH; 



OR, 



A WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL. 



A DRAMATIC TALE. 



IN FIVE ACTS. 



LONDON: 

SAUNDERS AND OTLEY, CONDUIT STREET. 

1842. 



lOi^- 






L O X D O N I 
rR!VTBP BY sriiLXZK ANP CU. lo, POI.AVH STRKIsT. 



PREFACE. 



It was in this form — a Dramatic Tale — that these pages 
were originally cast. The Work had been commenced 
without any view to the Stage, or any object beyond that 
of evolving what appeared to be a story of some interest, 
in whatever mode might suggest itself as the most ade- 
quate. As the composition however proceeded, the es- 
sential element of Dramatic Action now came to be more 
scrupiQously employed, than it previously had been, and 
the foregoing portions of the Piece having been revised 
on this principle, it seemed at length to have assumed a 
shape, which, with considerable curtailment, and some 
alteration in the frame-work, might not eventually prove 
unsusceptible of Theatrical Representation. Upon this 
chance it was submitted, on its completion, to Mr. Ma- 
cready. His judgment corroborated my hopes. He 
candidly and explicitly declared his sense of the difficulties 
of the enterprize ; but warmly testifying, meanwhile, to 
what he conceived to be valuable in the Work, and to the 
earnest which, on the whole it seemed to offer of success, 
moreover anxious, even at a personal risk, to respond 
to the demand of the Public for new plays, he finally un- 
dertook the experiment of putting it upon the Boards. 
Accordingly the Piece being cut down into the dimensions, 
and recast, as we hoped, in the mould adapted for repre- 
sentation, was produced at Drury Lane. — Its fate is well 
known. 



PREFACE. 



Against the verdict pronounced on the 20th of April last, 
upon the Play of Plighted Troth, it is very far from 
my intention to appeal, however I may recoil from the 
manner in which, in some quarters, it was subsequently re- 
corded. These pages are now published not with the weak 
design of endeavouring to reverse that sentence ; but simply 
through the natural desire of an Author under such cir- 
cumstances, to show, that there are perhaps some redeem- 
ing merits in this Dramatic Tale to, at the least, plead — if! 
may carry on the figure — in mitigation of damages. Pos- 
sibly I may by this proceeding only make my Dramatic 
incapacity, as also Mr. Macready's error in abetting it, 
the more apparent ; possibly, however, on the other hand 
— and I trust I am not presumptuous in indulging in the 
expectation —I may hereby in some degree retrieve both 
myself and him. It is left for the Public to judge. 

I shall not here enter into any discussion, with respect 
to the animadversions which have been passed upon 
various portions of this Play. The book must speak for 
itself. The evidence it furnishes will either confirm those 
charges, or will quash them ; and therefore anything I 
might now advance with a view to my justification, would, 
in either event, be needless. The instinct, however, will I 
am sure be pardoned, which prompts me, whilst dis- 
missing the subject, to say thus much : that under all 
circumstances, and for whatever literary sins I may be 
proved responsible by the result of this Trial, I yet 
hold by the conviction, and abide in the self-reliance 
which assures me, that no graver trespass will be found 
to harbour in these pages. 



PERSONS. 



Sir Gabriel Grim wood. 
Worm ALL, Steward to Grimwood, 
WiLLOUGHBY, GHmwood's Ward. 
JoTBBL, A PecTy and Friend to WiUoughby. 
Folio, A Scholar. . 

Probit, J ^ 

Maurice, One of Grimwood^s Retainers. 

GiLBURN, A Bravo. 

Crabtree. 

A Priest. 

An Officer of Justice. 

Gentlemeny Constables, Bravosy Pages, Attendants, ^c. 

Maddalene, At first a Dependant in Grimwood^ s Hottse- 
hold, and afterwards Countess St. Auriol. 

Lady Barbara Valamour, Friend to the Countess. 

Winifred, At first a Servant in Grimwood's Betinue, and 
afterwards in that of the Countess. 

Nibble, Lady Barbarous Waiting Woman, 

Ladies, Attendants, ^c. 



Scene — during Act L Grimwooffs Castle in the remote 

parts of Cumberland. 
Time 1G84. 



PLIGHTED TROTH; 



OR, 



A WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL. 



ACT I. 
SCENE L 



An apartment of antique structure furnished correspondingly. 
A table in the centre with flasks and tankards^ ^c. scat- 
tered on it, Grimwood sits at one side^ and appears 
absorbed and excited. Worm all stands at some dis- 
tance from the other side as if watching Grimwood's 
movements. 

JVormall (apart). The wine works well, and his fierce 
spirit's in flames !— 
And now amid' the unwary turmoil of 
The burning tenement to filch therefrom 
This the last clause of his councils, which like aU 
Forerunning it he fain would treasure up 
Withio himself, but yet whereof I look 
To be — as I already am of those — 
The joint depository and co-partner^ 
More*s meant than meets the ear in this device 
Of banishing the youth. — 

Grimwood {apart and struggling with himself,^ Down, 
fury down — 
Or ye will rend me asunder, and lay bare 
The very heart of my purpose, marring thus 
The boldest game that e*er was played for Fortune ! 

Wormall (still apart). We're little skilled in Divination, or 
The orphan Madd^ene's the more especial 
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Theme of his plot. Our feint erewhile as touching 

Love passages betwixt the Stripling and 

The Maid, hath moved him sore. Aye, Her estate's 

Beyond her seeming or we are no prophet ! 

But now to sift it to the— 

Grimwood (ahruptlp). Hither, Knave. 

{Seizing Wormall, who has approached, and 
speaking into his ear.) 
Once more 1 ask thee : Have we not, we two, 
Thou and thy Master, stripped young Raymond Willoughby 
Naked of his inheritance ) 

Wormall {striking his breast). Aye — there, 
There is the canker ! 

Grimwood {vociferating). Canker! Wherefore then 
Thus bar me, when that I would root it out, 
This canker — and so leave thy thoughts at peace ! 

Wormall. May it please your worship I've been ever 
taught 
That conscience hath its home within the breast ; 
And seek to banish it howe'er we may 
To time or place howe'er so distant yet, 
That, like an evil spirit, 'twill come back 
To haunt and to confound us ! 

(Grimwood paces backwards and forwards, impatiently.) 
Furthermore — 
It were but wantonness of tyranny — 
I pray you pardon my blunt speech — to add 
This fresh despite to former wrong, as seeing 
Our caution provident long since hath quenched 
All proof and witness of our guilt — save what's 
In our own custody ; — and, for myself, 
I can but pledge me, if indeed upon 
The like, there's need to pledge me, that most sure 
Nought less than Conscience of its due contrition 
Defrauded, e'er my bosom shall unlock 
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Of aught unto your Worship's peril. — ^Wherefore 
Discharge ye of all fear in this behalf. 

Grimwood {apart and chafing). Now woiQd I gladly sell 
my soul for license 
To look but one brief moment into his. 
And learn or whether he be fiend or fool ! 

Wiormall {after a pause). Good faith, your worship, it 
doth move me much 
That I should thus be found to wrestle with 
Your will or Btand in the way of — Peradventure 
There may be some o'erulling plea for this 
Design whereof I wist not ? 

Grimwood. Plea ! What plea, 

Audacious clown, save ? — 

WormalL Nay, your .worship, I 

Have said I know not — ^nor would pry into. 
One thing howbeit I do know — my station. 
And how with mine own meditations on 
What passeth, to therein content me — 

Grimwood. Aye !— ^ 

And prithee of what color may be those 
Same meditations sage of thine, good Pry-not, 
Wherewith it seemeth thou'rt content to content thee, 
Exempli gratia^ in the present matter? 

WbrmaU {bowing). My thoughts — with all submission — 
are my own. 

Grimwood {abruptly). And therefore mine. Haste give 
^em to me. 

JFormaU. Nay, 

Urge me not, Sir. Twere little duteous to 
Obey a summons, where obedience were 
More bold than contumacy. 

Grimwood {chafing). Dunghill — straight 
Unpack ye of the rubbish and ! — 
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[act I, 

WormaU (wilh/eifftied deprecation). I pray you ! — 

Grimwood. 'Sdeath. 

Wbrmall. Nay 'tis but that lookers-on might — 

Tush! 
{Gbimwood stamps as if overcome with passion.) 
Might deem that you were moved unto this purpose 
By- 

Grimwood. Aye? 

WormaU. By jealousy — 

Grimwood (starting and again assuming composure). So. — 
And?— 

WormaU. And that 

Your ward young Raymond Willoughby were your rival ! 

Grimwood (apart). Confusion ! — 
(7b WormaU) So. — A notable ! — Gad-a-mercy ! 
Your lookers-on have marvellous optics and 
Could doubtless see Invisibility's self! 
Most excellent ! — and she, the Fair One, she, 
For whose sweet sake we are to enter the lists. 
And straight clap lance in rest, and do devoir 
Knightly and — aye — Who all this while may she be 
Good master looker-on ? 

WormaU {abruptly). Your Bondsmaid, Sir, 
The orphan Maddalene. 

Grimwood (starting and afterwards feigning indifference). 
Ha ! — Here then's the key. 
The master key of our councils, and forsooth 
Sir Gabriel Grimwood may not raise his Bondsmaid 
Into his Light o' Love but he must first 
Needs pass an act of banishment, and outlaw 
His all omnipotent rival — Ha ! 

WormaU. My view 

JOf the case, yonr worship, to a tittle, but 
More strongly put. Cat Bono. Were the Maiden 
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Our Cinderella, a king's daughter in 

Disguise, her dower a kingdom, thence your worship 

Minded to disencumber ye of all 

Competitors, to claim, to gain — to wed 

This daughter of a king — ^you coidd not well 

Do more than this ! 

Grimwood fovercome vrithpassionj. And what and if it be 
ITiy lord's good will and pleasure e'en to wed 
This Cinderwench ? — And what and if she prove 
This Cinderwench — Aye, e*en a princess in 
Disguise ! — ^What then ? 

Wormall (apart). The riddle's read. 

Entei* a Servant. 

Grimwood [to Servant). Begone. 

Servant. May it please your Worship, there is one outside, 
Who hath ridden post a score of leagues or more 
Upon a matter, needing, as he saith, 
Instant and prompt dispatch — 

Grimwood. Enough. — Away. — 

[Exit Servant. 
Wormall (apart). His man of law. — ^The plot begins to 
thicken. 
[After a pause of irresolution Grimwood approaches 

WoRMALli.) 

Grimwood {speaking into Worm all's ear). Thou hast 
prevailed — ^by what device or how, 
I tarry not to question — or to care. — 

« 

To the point. — So soon as I shall have shook off 

One bloodsucker, {Pointing outside as if indicating the 

IiAWYER.) 

I come, and placing 't'other {striking Wormall on the 

breast.) 
E'en on what vein he will — You take me ? — thus 
Surfeit him also 1 — ^Ar't content ? 
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(Pauses and regards Wormall fixedly, and then goes out.) 

Wormall. Aye, sure. 

Seeing his surfeit {striHug his breast) is the sum of all 
That cirdes at the heart of thy prosperity — 

{Shaking his clenched hand after Gbimwood.) 
The loving leach shall not drop off the carcase 
'Till that the spring 'tis suckled at runs dry ! 
Now is thy day of reckoning, Gabriel Grimwood, 
Now shall thou be moat surely reimbursed 
For all the filth, and shame, and ignominy. 
Heaped on this head since first my broken fortunes 
Made me thy bondsman! Now! — Pshaw— cannot 1 whet 
My knife but I must brawl and bluster ! {Muses.) 

Aye — 
Our princess — knew I not that she though garbed 
In lowliness pertained to higher fates. — 
And our wily Wittol— aye — he little dreameth 
His doughty rival's elsewhere playing Strephon, 
And e'en his own game for him — would I but let him — 

So. — Good. — 
All, all conspires for nsj and we have brought 
In the very nick of time the affair to issue. 
The fiery youth no longer brooks the yoke 
His tyrant hath imposed to drive him hence. 
And would long since have fled but for the curb 
And council of his trusty friend — myself! — {Chuckling.) 
Admonishing ; how pregnant such a course 
Might prove of future ills that he foresaw not, 
Along with other such like musty maxims. — 
But now there's need to yield the rein, or use 
The spur, mayhap, in lieu of soft ! He comes. — 

Enter Willouqhby impetuouslywithout se«M^ Wobmall. 
Willoughbt/ {speaking as he enters). Bar up your doors 
and draw your bolts, old Doomsday 
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E'en if ye list. You will enchain the winds 
As soon as you do me '. — {Perceiving Wormall.) 
The man I seek ! 
Wormall. Good even. Sir. 

Willoughby (jfrasping Wormall's hand). I've but a 
score of moments 
To tell thee, Wormall, a whole history ! 
Wormall, Aye ! 

Willoughby. At a word. The die is cast, and that 
Ripe portion of the Future which the next 
Ascending sun shall climb a-thirst to pluck 
From off the tree of Time, to wit, the Morrow, 
Enrolls me, on the oath of my allegiance. 
Hymen's most loving subject and sworn vassal. 
Which gentle homage paid, the same bright sun 
That witnesseth thereto, straight finds me on 
The world's broad way with my fair Helpmate, following 
Fortune where'er she lead ! 

Wormall (aparl.) Where'er she may ! 
Now that the jovial Jade hath swept me into 
Harbour in the very turn o' the wind 
That else had wrecked me ! 

Willoughby. Aye, too well I knew 

They'd sore discomfit thee, these tidings. And 
Belike thou'lt deem I have but ill repaid 
Thy cares in my behalf, when I aver, 
That 't'was designedly I kept 'fill now 
The finger on the hp as touching these 
My councils — an offence 'gainst friendship, that 
Is yet, less due, good Andrew, to my fraud 
Than thy fidelity, which of its very faithfulness 
Proving a barrier to my intent, 
Whose need and exigence meanwhile demanded 
It should be rendered into act forthwith. 
Left me no choice save that of thus dis 
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The trusty zeal, that else had lovingly 
Fought with my purpose ! 

iVormall. Certes this hath come 

So all unlocked for, and ! On the morrow wed 

On the morrow sped ! 1 pray ye pardon me 

If that perplexity disjoints my thoughts 
And mars my utterance ! — 

lillloughby. 'T'is no more than I 

Had made account for. But in faith no longer 
Can 1 contend against a passion, which 
In its sweet venom hath so steeped my every 
Hope, and wish, and will, it hath become 
As it were e'en a portion of my being, 
And full as well might I assay to set 
My left hand warring with my right, as seek 
To thus divide my heart against itself, 
fVormaU {appearing to muse.) 

Truly I do beg^n to — 
WiUoughbj). Aye and moreover 

Though from Love's Chancery no summons issued 
To call me hence, yet were it not in fate 
That I might longer bend beneath the yoke 
Of this remorseless man by law yclept 
Forsooth my guardian, but by me, my goaler, 
And whose sole claim upon forbearance is : 
That the gall of his malignant nature, of 
Its very excess, hath driven him frantic, thus 
Leaving a plea mayhap for the horrid pity 
We fain would pay to foaming phrenzy, from 
The which we yet recoil, and fling the grating 
Of the cell 't'wist us and it ! 

Wormaii. No more. Conviction 

Sits on thy tongue, and these thy burning words 
Tell of an inward fire of will that must 
Perforce find vent. 
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Willoughby {grasping Wokmall'b hand) 

Good Andrew ! And at length 
Thou'rt of one mind with me f 

Wormall. 1 am.— Of late 

I have much pondered on the matter. Nay 
"Fwas the presiding theme of my thoughts but now 
As you drew nigh. Aye. — It is vain — 'fis vain 
The hope to tame the tiger or the wolf 
To kindly moods by kindliness — 't'is so — 
The time at length has come when — Thou wilt take me 
For a very woman ! — (turning aside with feigned emotion.) 

iVil.loughby [wringhig Wormall'b hand) F»m: the 
veriest ! — 

Wormall. Nay 

No more I prithee. Grief doth ever make me 
Shame faced. — Let's deal with other — so — Aye me 
And it is even so ! — And on the morrow 
No less, our happy groom tlie happy bride 
Unto the bridal leadeth and ! — 

Willoughby, E'en so. — ■ 

Through favour of a noble house, whose yet 
More noble scion, is my lo^nng friend, 
The privilege hath been accorded me 
To serve my king where'er he needs my sword, 
Whereof the wages, coupled with the shreds 
Of my lost patrimony, squander'd, as 
You've doubtless heard ere now and oft, by my kindred. 
Yet leave me lord of a frugal store, the which 
Her love — ray generous Aurelia — deigneth 
To share, until such time as in the mart 
Of battle, I ray blood may haply barter 
For aught of fame and treasure can requite 
Such bounty ! 

Wormall. Bless ye both, and may your fates 
And mine, be wide as the poles asunder ! 
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[act r. I 



Willoughby ((aiinj Wormall's hand). Alas 

IVormall. Enough — I pray you — and the day begins 
To wear apace, and you erewhile seemed pressed — 
T'wei'e ill to tarry — so — and whither now ? 

WiUovghby. To make provision for departure, and 
Exchange a few brief farewell words with onr 
Poor orphan maid. — Alas, another pang ! 
But she will be thy care, thy charge, thy trust. 
Thy ev'ry thought, good Andrew, when that I'm 
Far distant. Is't not thus ? 

Wormall. Be sure of that. 

WiUoughby. Her fate and fortunes? — 

Wormall. Shall henceforth be mine. 

Content ye. I have said it 

WUloayhby. Thus and ever 

Is Andrew Wormall found e'en side by side 
With the forlorn and friendless ! 

Wormall. Pshaw — 't'is that 

A common cause doth bind us thus together. 

{A bell rings outside.) 
But hark — he summons me. We meet anon — 
For the present, speed ye well, 

Wiliovgkby. Farewell, good Andrew. 

{Exeunt at opposite sides.) 



SCENE II. 



An apartment of homely structure, furnished with ward- 
robes, presses, chests, ^c. A table stands in the centre, 
spread with books, globes, papers, ^c. At one side is an 
easel, with two half-sketched portraits placed on it ; the 
one representing Willoughby, the oilier Maddalenk. 
In the front, Maddalene. who is habited as a depend- 
ant, and whose appearance is that of extreme youth, is 
discovered singing to a lute. 
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SONG. 

O my love ! — His eyes are brighter. 

Brighter than the stars above. 
These do shme with fire — ^but those are 

Lighted up with — ^Love ! 

O my love ! — His sigh is sweeter. 

Sweeter than the summer air. 
Here breathe flowers — there breathe fond thoughts 

Odour far more rare ! 

O my love ! — His smile's more blessed 

Than the last calm ray at even. 
This hath sped from sky to earth — but 

That from earth to heaven ! 

O my love ! — He's dearer unto 

This fond heart than light or life. 
These — ^are only dear that o'er him 

I may watch, from ill restore him. 
Tend him — ^love him — and adore him. 

As his wedded ! 

{Throws the lute aside, and comes forward.) 

Pah ! ^And yet sure it must not needs be He 

Of whom it speaketh, this same little Lay, 
I drew it from my fancy. Hence no blame 

Is mine if that perchance But this doth come 

Of idleness. Unto our studies straight — 
My palette and my pencil- — 

(Goes to the easel and makes preparaiions to paint.) 

Aye — my thoughts 
Are ne'er so vagrant but I can compel them 
Into the fold of my more sober and 
Sedate resolves. {MiaAng the colours on the palette.) 
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No— 't'is not yet the tint 
I louk for. Tills, is all too dim, and tliat 
Too garish. — Soft, is't nearer now ? Let's see. 
[Begins to paint the portrait tliat resemfi&s Willoughby 
Aye, and mayhap there may be those who e'en 
Might here too find a semblance. Yet here too 
I borrowed nought but of my fancy. 

{Absorbed in painting.) No, 
Let me assay it as I may, 1 ne'er 
Shall catch the sunny sadness of his smile '. 

Dear Raymond {suddenly recoiling.) 

Ah !— Beware ! — 
{Throwing aside the palette, and coming forward. y 
It cannot be 
That thou durst! — {mvsing.) Yet most sore it is no wrong 
To love what's to be loved ! — Who'll chide if I 
Carry my ring doves in my bosom, or 
Caress the Faithfulness that at my side, 
Doth after it's rude fashion kiss my hand 
Dumb fondhng on it's mistress ! — True, but here — 



IBY.) . 



Now as my name is Maddalene will 1 vanquish 
This vanity ! To study in right earnest. 
My books. Aye, nought like books for fetching back 
The truant mind unto its anchorage. 

{Running over to the table and sitting down.) 
So — good. And here's a swarthy band that I 
Last eve led captive from the library, 
In Wisdom's sober guise they're clad, and hence 
Are doubtless her appointed Servitors. 

{Takes up a volume.) 
Come — we shall prove thee first whose sable coat 
Of yet more solemn hue, and mildewed o'er 
With the silent tears of Time, as though he wept 
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His costly treasures were so long uncared for, 
Seems to announce thee as that one most venerable 
Amongst thy saintly brotherhood ! Unclasp 
These silvery hands thus linked across thy breast 

(Opening the clasps of tJie volume.) 
Like as thou wer't some buried Sanctity 
Of virtue super-eminent, that would 
Shut in its soul from eyes profane ! Unlock ! 
It is a true though humble votary 
That comes to worship ! Lo — what have we here ! 

(Spreads the volume and 7-eads.) 
CwBLUM AuRuaPEX or lite stars found sootlisayers, b^ny 
a discourse upon that noble andmost marvellous art, astro- 
logy whereby nativities are cast and fates foretold and — 
Nativities are cast and fates — ! Dear heart ! 

Is't not the very ! Could it be that I 

Might herein learn the story of my birth ! — 
For who is Maddalene ? — Her home — her kindred 
Where are they ? — She hath none — but stands alone 
Nameless and friendless in this wide, wide, world ! 
Yet not all friendless whilst that thou art — 

(Looking towards the portrait of Willoughlnj.) 
Pah!— 
(Suddenly taking up the book and spreading it on her knees.) 
My book of books — what aaith it ? (Reading intently.) 

Aye — Gramercy ! 
It speaketh sure a strange and mystic tongue 



" Fiery triplicilies, Trine — Quartile — Sextile — 

Stars Benefick — and Malefck — Cusps — Dragons' tails !" 

I'm all at fault and may not solve — 

(A knocking is heard at the side door.) 
What now 
When that I would be private — (Pettishly) 

Wimfred (outside.) Mistress Maddalene ' 



Maddalene (rising.) 
O — good ! — 'T'is Winifred. — She'll aid me to 
Decypher it ! For she's qnick-witted and — 
But hist ! Beshrew me, I had well nigh forgot 
And— !■— 

(^Runa over to the easel and turns the portraits with Iheir 
faees inwards.) 
Winifred {outside and knocking^) Mistress Maddalene — 
Maddalene. Come in, come in. — 

Enter Winipbed with a basket of fruit on her arm, 

Maddalene {Plucking Winifred by the apron.) 
Hither, dear Winny.— Haste ! 

Winifred. Lud — what's ado ! 

If she'll not turn me topsy turvy. — See ! — 

Maddalene {ingratiatingly). Come — come along, for you 
must help me read 
This volume — 

Winifred. Read ! Good lack, I ne'er did read 
In all my live-long dayS' — except it be 
My Catechiz — but that — I'll say it, though 
Mayhap it ben't for me to say it — I 
Have off my heart, I have ! 

Maddalene. Nay I shall read 

And thou wilt aid me to expound. Sit down. 

(Places a bench for Winifred beside her own.) 

Wiiiifred. 'Twas to dispound I sought ye, Mistress 
Maddalene, 
But not on matters scholarlike or — Look ye 

{Placing the basket of fruit on the table.) 
Here's nectarins and acripots and peaches. 
That's just come in from the orchard — There is acripots 
For ye! {lAftmg up an apricot) Them's what I call acripots 
And the peaches ! {Takinff up a peach. 

See what a blush there's on 'em — ^juBt as though 
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It were the bloom on your own dainty cheek !— 

(Holding the peach beside Maddalene's clteek.) 
V ftith you scarce could tell the one from 'tother, 
Hey! 

Maddalene. Beauteous, beauteous — 'Tis in sooth — and 
now— {Plucking Winifhed's apron.) 

Winifred. But then again there's three score head of 
game 
Or more, Black Humphrey of the chase has brought. 
Would ye I fetch 'em in that you may look at 'em ? 
They're quite a picture, Hke, and — 

Maddalene {recmling). No, no, no. 

Poor, poor dumb birds that cannot speak and pray 
The cruel hunter not to slay them 1 

Winifred. Dear ! 

To see their eyes, those tawny fowl o' the moor. 
With a crimson fringe all round 'em ! If it ben't 
The very moral of my Sunday petticoat — 
Summat 'twixt black and yellow — I am none 
Of your folk that loves gay flaunting colors — picked 
All out with little scarlet rings ! — 

Maddalene. Come, Winny, 

If ye love me 1 — (Pushes Winifred into the seat.) 

Winifred. But I have not yet gone through 
One half of the — There is trout beside, and carp. 
And salmon just come fresh from the Ware, and — 

Maddalene [putting her hand on Winifred's mouth.) 
Hush, 
Hush — She's a naughty little Fish she is 
Herself — although she has such bright black eyes ! — 
There, now and list ye keenly — 

[Sits down and takes the volume on her knee.) 

Winifred. If I kuow 

How 'tia — but she would wile the very birds 
From oflf the bushes with her ways, she would 1 — 
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Well well — what must be must I 'spose — but what 
Know I of books ? 

Maddalene. Nay look ye — this is one 
That causeth us to learn beforehand all 
Shall come to pass. 

Winifred {clapping her hands). A Fortune teller is't ! 

Maddalene, E'en so — 

Winifred. My stars ! 

Maddalene. 'Tis just about our stars 

It speaketh — 

Winifred. Sure ! The dickons ! — And think ye it 
Could tell me sumniat about Nicholas — Hem — 

{Checking henelf.) 
They say for certain that the sun and moon 
And costellations, are a match and more 
E'en for the gypsy folk theirselves ! Dear — let us 
Hear ail it says and — 

Maddalene. Now — and see you give it 

Your very choicest thoughts ! 

WiTiifred {consequentially.) O leave it to me ! 

Maddalene {reading.) 
Um — utn — um — um — Aquarius, Sagittarius, 
Z,eo and Taurus, and — 

Winifred {authoritatively.) That's Hebrew. Go on. 

Maddalene. Um — um — um — Dragonn' heads and tails f 

Wimfred (jwnping up.) O lord ! 

{Consequentially, aud resuming her seat.) 
That's English. 

Maddalene, Um — um — Libra, Aries, Cancer. 
Um — um — um — Capricornus, Gemini — 

Winifred {l^ing up her hands.) Gemini ! 

You may well say 1 — If ever ! — 

Maddalene. Soft. Methinks 

T'is somewhat plainer now. List! {Reading.) Opposition 
Frustration, Separation, and Combustion ! 
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Winifred. Oh if I looked for any thing better to come 
After such foul and heathenish ! — 

Maddalene. Hist — Mine eyes 

Become familiar with the dark, and here 
Is somewhat that is more coherent still. 

(Reading,) 
When it so befaUeth, that the Lord of the Ascendant and 
Scorpio be found abiding in the same house of the horo^ 
scope with Virgo — Mars, or the warrior planet being 
cadent and perigine — then is the aspect to be held as 
sinister^ and the planets thus afflicted^ do prognosticate 
evU unto the Native. 
Winifred. Anan — Say that all over again — 

{Leaning with her elbows on her knees.) 
Maddalene. {Reading.) When it 

Befallethy that the lord of the ascendant^ {Musing,) 

Winifred. Stop there. 

The lord — of — the— Ascendum That's 

Greek for the lord of the manor— Old Sir Gabriel !— 
Go on. {Waving her hand pompously.) 

Maddalene. (Reading.) And Scorpuh^which. must 
doubtless mean 
The Scorpion.— 

Winifred. (Suddenly.) Ho, ho ! no mistaking Andrew 
Wor — hem— 

(Maddalene starts and (q)pears to ponder.) 
Maddalene. (After a pause andfaulteringly.) 

Nay it is evil to think evil 
Of our— 

Winifred. Neighbours. Aye mayhap. Yet somehow 
One 
Can*t help their thoughts just poppin' out unknownst 

like- 
But what does it say ? When these same two are found 
In the one house with — How is it — eh ? 

c 
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Maddalene, {With increased emotion.) With Virgo, 
Or the Virgin. — 

Winifred. That may be or one or 't'other 
Of us Mistress Maddalene. What more ? 

(Agitated.) Whilst Mars, 

Or the warrior planet — 

Wim/red. (Jumping up and sitting down- again.) 

No — it can't be Niohol — hem — 
(^«irfe.) For thanks to gracious, he's more given to follow 
The harrow than the fife and drum. I have it ! — 

{JSiming to Maddalene.) 
"T'is Master Raymond Willougbby ! — They say 
For certain he's to be a soldier !— Aye 
What does it tell of Master Raymond — eh ? 
Lord if I were a lady, that's the youth 
For my money ! 

Maddalene. (Weeping, and -mppressing her tears.) 
The — the warrior planet being 
Cadent and perigine the while, and — 

Winifred. (Absorbed,) Cadum 

And perry-grum — and perry-grum — 

Maddalene. {Dejectedly.) T'is latin. — 

Winifred. Hip 1 

The very word — 't'was on the tip of my tongue ! 

Maddalene. And as I guess from the context this 
denoteth 
{Sighing.) " Falling" and " wandering" — 

Winifred. {Breaking in.) Just my notion too ! 

For doesn't they say as how the youth, young Raymond, 
Was bom to high estate but fell from it? 
So much for perry-grum — and as for cadum, 
Which as I've said means " wandering about," 
Does'nt all soldiers wander ? — Aye — poor youth 
The heavens protect him from all ill I pray ! 
But we're forgetting. How does it all end ? 
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Maddalene, {In tears, and endeavouring to read.) 
Then is the aspect to be held as sinister, 
And the planets thus afflicted do decree 
Evil unto the Native — 

Winifred. (Absorbed.) Native. Does 

That mean both you and me again ? 

(Looking up observes that Maddalenb is in tears.) 

Dear heart ! 
If she be'nt crying — Mistress Maddalene — sweet — 

(Endeavouring to soothe Maddalenb.) 
Pooh — ^There's no fear — It is not we that's — think ye 
^is for the likes of us and our fortunes, to 
Be jumbled up with those of gentle blood ? 

(Maddalene bursts into tears.) 
Hush hush — (apart) V faith Pm frightened out o' my 

wits 
Myself, although I'd put a face upon it ! 
Plague on the unlucky book ! — ^Aye, all this comes 
Of prying into what's not Christian-like ! 
(A knock is heard ai the side door. Winifred starts up 

in terror^ 
Oh oh, its the horrorscope coming ! 
(A servant looks in from the door and beckons Winifred.) 

Pooh — Peter I mean. 
(Buns over to the door, and comes back again to Madda- 
lene.) 
Black Humphrey shouting for his draught of ale. 
And fuming I have kept him so long— 

Maddalene. (Sobbing.) Go go — 

Winifred* But you wont cry no more ye wont, or read 
That wicked book ? I tell you, upon my veracity, 
'T*is a sin it is ! — 

Maddalene. (Throunng her arms about Winifred's 
neck J and kissing her,) 

I promise ye, by this kiss. 

c 2 
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Winifred. [Holding Madoalene in her arms and gazing 
at her.) 
Now may the Heavens shower their blessings on her — 
With her sweet scented breath, and her rustling locks, 
And her blooming cheek, and her streaming eyes — if 't'is 
Not like as though one pressed a little rose 
All cover'd o'er with dew unto their lips ! [Kisses /ter.) 
[Goitig, and apart.) 

There's more about that child I'll swear than seems ! 
Poh ! Humphrey growling like a bear — I'm off! 

[Runs out leaving the door open.) 
Maddalene. ffVho at first giving loay to a passion of 
grief, then checks herself.) 

Fie OB thee thus to 1 And how know I that 

We've read the signs aright > Nay is it not 

Most like that through default of knowledge, meet 
We've ta'en the sense awry? — No no, the bght 
Of that loved brow shall never be withdrawn 
From her who 1 — 

(Runs totvards Willoughby's portrait, and starts vpon 
finding it is reversed.) 

"Tis reversed— ill omen !— Pah 
Was't not this little meddling hand that caused 
My lucky star to set — what hinders then 

That this same hand again should ? Rise, bright orb, 

Once more, and shine once more on Maddalene ; 
[Runs over to turn the portrait, and encountersWt lijOVohby 
who suddenly comes in through the open door.) 
. [Recoiling.) Ah ! 

I have frighted thee ! — Forgive the rude 
And headlong haste that thus — but urgent time 

Is ever scant of courtesy and 1 

Would hold brief conference with Maddalene, 
So be she'll grant me audience ? 

Maddalene. [Confused, and curtseying timidly.) I await 
Your pleasure, Sir. — 
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Willouffhby. {Taking her hand.) Nay nay, sweet friend, 
howe'er 
That heretofore the world^s false fiat may 
Have severed us, we now must, hand in hand. 
Speak with free heart and amity so full 
As casteth out all reverence, save alone 
That which firom truest friendship springeth. 

Maddalene. (jtipart.) I 

Am all bewildered ! — I — I thank ye sir. — 

(Curtseys timidly.) 

(Villoughby. As I have said, I would confer with thee 
Upon — it is that — *t*is that I would — thou — 
Thou knowest Maddalene it were unseemly 
A youth should pass the spring-time of his years 
In slothfulness supine, the while around him 
So many claims importunate arose 
Upon his service and — to name none other 
Let's take as sample those to wit — his king 
And country urge — 

Maddalene. (Apart.) What boding shadow's this 
That darkens round me ! 

Willouffhby. At a word — I'm like 

To become a soldier, Maddalene, ere long 
And hence — 

Maddalene. (Convulsed.) Ah! — (Apart.) 'T'is the warning 
of the Seer ! 

(Villoughby. But though as such my lot must be to 
roam. 
Think not that thou shalt be left friendless for 
That I no longer may be at thy side. — 

Maddalene. Sweet heaven ! — But I — may I not be at 
thine? 
I'll run beside thee as I hold thy hand 

{Clasping Willoughby's hand.) 
And cliff or torrent storm^ or burning sun 
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Shall be but pastime unto Sure most sure 

Thoul't not forsalte thy little Maddalene ! 

(Rapidly withdrawing her hand and retirini/.) 
Forgive me, Sir — -I wist not what I say ! — 

WUloughby {apart.) Poor simplehood — she clingeth unto 
aught 
That looketh kindly on her loneliness 1 

(7*0 Maddalene.) But list ye, sweetest. — Thou shalt not 
be left 
Deserted, I have given it in charge — 
Though sooth to say he needed not such spur — 
To one who under the same roof with thee 
Abiding, worthy Andrew Wormall — 

Maddalene {recoiling.) Ah ! — 

{Apart) Scorpion ! — Again the wizard's warning ! 

WUloughby. Wherefore 

Shrink ye away ? — Nay rest ye sure that though 
Hia brow may rugged be, his heart is true, 
And that in trusty Wormall thou shalt find 
A shield gainst all wrong ; aye, though it issued 
E'en from that evil spirit who doth here 
Reign lord of the ascendant ! 

Maddalene. Horror, horror ! — 

{apart.) The very words and from his own lips too ! — 

Willoughby {apart.) Here 'tis they centre her alarms. 
His fierce 
And fiery nature frights her helplessness. — 

Maddalene {apart.) The stars have spoken truth — my 
fate is sealed ! {weeps.) 

Willoughby {still apart.) Yet tyrant though he be, I may 
not think 
His iron sway can e'er descend upon 
Her gentle lowliness — or were it so 
My feithful Andrew would quick come unto 
The rescue. — Still if aught. — But though the worst 
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Should come unto the worst, yet with the aids 
My frugal treasury hath set apart 
To serve her need, she'll have wherewith to shape 
Her course from troubled waters unto some 
Calm, peaceful haven where — aye — so — and now 
To place it in her keeping, and with these 
Assurances to soothe her fears. — ^Alas 
How she doth sob ! 

Maddalene (apart and weeping.) Is this all real — or 
Do I but dream a dream ! 

Willauffhby (apart.) Come, we shall fill 
Her apron up, poor little weeping wench. 
With golden guineas, ^till the gUttering hoard 
Gilding her tears unwary, shall transmute them 
Into the coinage of glad hope. — 

{To Maddalene.) Nay calm thee, 

My Maddalene — there's nought shall harm thee — nought. 
'Tis not the tendril of the greenwood, but 
The forest pine the angry lightning scathes ! 
He heeds thee not — that one — as touching whom 
Thou art disquieted. Thy track and his 
Cross not. Thy destinies revolve aloof. — 
His is ambition^s wild career — and thine — 
The smooth sequester'd path of calm content ! 

Maddalene {apart and with anguish.) 
'Tis my desert. — I merit the rebuke 
How httle meant so'e'er. — 

{HaJfapart^ half to Willoughby.) But now 'tis all 
Over and passed and I — ^yes I^m content 
And peace is here and rest — and rest and peace 
And resignation and — {apart) my heart is broken ! 
WiUoughby. Aye. — Now art thou thyself. — Thou seest it 

all 
In its true aspect and — I knew thou wouldst — 
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And then too is there not the fwthful Winifred 
To bear thee watchful company, and whose 
Devotion I'll secure — if such were needed — 
By ties of interest, and by obligation 
To render ever and anon to me 
Account of this her trust? — And see too what 
We've got for thee to guard against all hazard, 
And make ye your own mistress when ye will. — 

(Drawing a purse from his breast.) 
Come — spread your apron, Prettiness, and look ye 
How we shall spangle it ! — But heed ye will — 
This must be treasured up to meet the chance 
Of times inclement or — 

(Maddalene breaks away and covers her face with her 
hands. Willodguby stands perplexed.) 

Willoughby {after a pause.) And is she then 
Too proud and cold, my friend, as 1 had deemed her 
To ! — Nay she is not my friend or pride were quenched 
in — 

(caressingly.) Come now, or I will say thou lovest not 
Thy brother ! — 

Maddalene {running over and clasping his hands.) Love 
thee not ! 

Willoughby, Yea, but she does ! — 
And hence will not deny — 

{Again presenting the purse, wAjTs/ Maddalene again 
shrinks away.) 

His last request 
Ere yet we part ?^ 

Maddalene {to herself in reverie.) 
We part — the last — where am I ! — 

Willoughby. Bethink ye how that thou'Jt upbraid 
thyself 
When I am far away if— 
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• 

Maddalene {still in reverie.) Far away ; 
Far, far away ! — The sound is like unto 
The distant tolling of some solemn bell 
That tells of death and burial ! 

(Villoughby. Aye ? — ^Thou art 

Once more my Maddalene and art consenting ? 

{Again urging Tier to accept the purse.) 

Maddalene {recoiling) Ah ! 

Willoughby {apart.) Now as I do live it passeth all 
My skill to fathom or to ! — 

(7b Maddalene.) Hearken yet- 

Belike some scruple touching his scant fortunes 
Who seeks to share them with ye, holds ye back. — 
But he is not so needy, peradventure, 
This needy man, as you might deem him — ^nay 
Moreover, is upon the very eve 
Of gaining, aye, a heritage of hope 
That ! — On the which event Vwere little gracious 
To deny him aught, whereof denial would 
Chequer his gladness. — 

Maddalene. How — Hush — ^Joy — a heritage ! — 

{Clapping her hands.) 
My prayer is heard, my prayer is heard, and thou 
At least art happy ! Joy ! The heir of Willoughby 
Hath— ? 

Willoughby. Woo'd and won, and ere another day 
Be given to the past, shall at the altar 
Wed his affianced — 

(Maddalene shrieks and swoons away.) 
Ah — what — where — help help ! — {Supporting her.) 

Winifred rum in. 

Winded. Mercy ! 
Willoughby. She swoons ! 
(WoRMALL looks inftom a door at the opposite side.) 
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To the open lattice — haste ! — 
{Exeunt by another door, Willoughby atid Winifred 
supporiififf Maddalene.) 

IVormall {coming in and looking after them). Aye! — 
Tis high time our cavalier were on 
The march, and specially if that aright 
We've caught the color of this same dispatch. — 

{Taking a letter from his breast.) 

Enter Willoughby. 

Willoughby {speaking as he comes in). Too late the truth 
has flashed upon me I — 
{Observing Wobmall) Wormall! 

Wormall. A letter. Sir. {Gives'WiwovGas-s the letter.) 

Willoughby. Ah ! — Joyhel's seal — al 

My bridal gallant on the ground and ! — Hush— 
This joy doth jangle with this grief! — and yet- 
Nay, it is but the dream of childhood, and 
Twill pass away as though it ne'er had been — 
And I with trusty Wormall — aye with him, 
Will I depose what may befriend her, in 
A time of need, should such befal — Thus— So- 
And now what saith our fellow scape-grace and 
Twin brother, Truant ? Of which notable pair, 
When that our groaning mother, Alma Mater 
Was dehvered — she had a happy deliverance ! — Aye, 
Here is the superscription, a true copy 
Of the man himself — all prankish, bold and free : 
{Reading the superscription.) 

" This to my loving friend, master Raymond Wil- 
loughby, with all good speed." 

With all good speed ! We will not balk thee, hot foot ! 
{Breaking open the letter and suddenly closing it again.) 
Alas — for ray poor Maddalene ! — But 'will all 
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Be well again. And now, my Lord, what say ye ? 

eads.) 

" Raymond Dear Heart, 

" Needitjg Ike larges of a life, I have hut the brief 
bounty of these few hurried moments, to advertize ye of 
matter that can scarce rend your breast with more pitiable 
torture — in the hearkening to it — than it doth mine in the 
present recital thereof." 

(Clasping his hands.) 
Misery ! — Hath aught — hath aught of ill befallen her ! — 
What horror's this that lays its icy hand on me ! 
[Reading.) 

"In a teord, she is — untom-thy of thee — Aurblia's 
•^alse — is faithless .'" fDrops the letter and stands stupefied.) 

Wormall. You're moved, Sir! — Would ye that I ravel out 
The mystery unto the end ? 
: (Takes up the letter and reads.) Hows this ? 
(Reading aloud.) 

" Constrained by the authority of her kindred — such is 
the complexion she would give unto kt)- perfidy — who only 
harboured your suit in the belief that you stood the certified 
heir of your old guardian Ghimwood, which expectation, 
vs, she is bound to testify, you, of your own free 
tAeufing, have annulled—Age, from the first, as T too can 
bear witness ! — Moreover, distrustful of her own heart — 
■frank traitor .' But mark the turn she would give unto it — 
The which, so long as she lay at her ovm disposition, must 
iave yielded perforce unto your passion and her love. — Her 
iove — the stony wanton .' — ffhereby, she proceeds to argue, 
■she had done despite to that full and perfect duty she would 
werfain render unto those to whom all duty's due — arch 
rebel! — Upon these pleas, each and every, hath she been 
■constrained, she avers, maugre her sore discomfit, to place the 
matter out of hazard of her own keejnng, and albeit with 
tvery assurance of her high consideration, and every prayer 



38 PLIQHTBD troth; OB, [aCT. I. 

for your prosperity — Poison as ever sheathed in honey'd 
sweets — to cede her reluctant hand — Perjured she did not care 
to call it — unto the wealthy Pabsimond who — " 

[Apart and observing Willoughbt's demeanour.) 
Stricken he stands and rigid like unto 
The stark Egyptian swathed erect in Death ! 
But we must rouse our lover from his trance. 
It 'fits not that he slacken in his course, 
Or look to dally with his grief. "Tis said. 
That baffled suitors like to luckless gamblers. 
The more they lose on one stake, e'en the more. 
They're fain to try another. Fair Aurella 
Is lost — But Mistress Maddalene may be won! — 
(To milowghby.) 

Nay, up and be a man ! Arouse thee — wake — 
Hath that most faithless vanity a woman 
The power to sway thee e'en with the very rod 
Of her taunt and treachery ? 

WUloughhy (with vehemence). No, by Heaven ! 

ff^ormall. Spoke 

Like thyself! — And now to act. 

Willoughby (impassionedly). Say on. Behold rae 
Ready for aught or all ! To plunge into 
Flame, flood, or yawning gulf, to court Perdition, 
Confront all Terror, rush on Ruin, or 
If it will flee from me, to pluck me asunder 
With these same hands, aye piecemeal, Death alone 
Foihng annihilation by forerunning it. — 
Name but the deed to be done, and I fly at it straight. 
As Famine flies at food I 

(Geimwood looks in at the side door miperceived 
by WoBMALL or Willoughby.) 

Wormall. Nay, nay, control thee. — 
Thy passion's juster than the scope wherein 
Thoud'st give it vent, ia worthy, great or good. — 
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WiUoughJyy [grasping Wormall^s hand.) Aye. — 
Counsel me, dear friend, for sure some wrong 
Hath been done here and ! — 

{Putting his hand to his forehead^ 
Speak — I am at thy will — 
What — Whither shall I betake me ? 

WormalL Whither ! And thou 

A soldier ! Whither, but to the Battle Field, 
There with thy keen Despair, a sharper Faulchion 
Than warrior ever buckled on his thigh. 
To win for England Sovreignty — and for 
Thyself— Fame, Glory — Death if ye will, the balm 
Of broken hearts ! 

JVilloiAghby. I gasp until Fm there ! — 
My faithful friend. — {Wringing Wormall's hand.) 

WormalL h.jQ — am I slow to urge 
Thy mettle where there^s proper need ? 

WilUmghby. I fly ! [Rushes out.) 

Wormall {apart , and mth repressed discomposure upon 
turning round and perceiving Grimwood.) 
Grimwood, by all that's guilty, lying in ambush ! — 
{Having advanced rapidly to Grimwood, he leads him to 

the fronts and speaks under his breath.) 
And am I slow to do thy bidding, once 
I'm well assured 'tis for thy weal and thj 
True profit ? — Heaven forgive me ! — Right content 
Was I to mark thou wert a witness unto 
My prompt performance of thy will and pleasure ! 

Grimwood. Aye — good — I take thee. Thou didst urge 
to mutiny 
And flight, and — ? 

Wormall {whispering). Hist. — What think ye — I did find 
The pair together, each in t'others arms ! 

Grimwood. Ten thousand furies ! 

{Making a movement as if to follow Willoughby, 
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Wormall (reitraining him). Stir the breadth of a hair 
And the game is up ! 

Grimwood. What bars me that 1 thmst 

Out of my doors, an insolence that thus 
Looketh to wanton with my household ! 

Wormall Softly.— 

More haste worse speed, as wisely saith the proverb. 
And causeless wrong breeds questioning. — Moreover 
Bear thee in mind that for thy purpose, it 
SufRceth not we place our Stripling, but 
At 't'other side of the threshold. — 

Grimwood. T'other side 

Of the universe ! 

Wormall. Nay, is't not hence I counsel 
Measures of deeper and more subtle cast 
Than—? 

Grimwood. Counsel ! Counsel to the winds ! Acts — 
Deeds 
Not fribble words ! We must chase him, hunt him, scout 

Hang by the teeth on his flight 'till madden'd he turn 
The summit of a hemisphere, and topple 
Down headlong, aye, e'en into Eternity ! 

Wormall {vnth vehemence and excilement.) 
And hath not this same hunting match already 
Set in, as thine own eyes can well attest ? 
Hath not the stag already reared his antlers, 
And snuffed the air for flight ! And who bethink y 
Or what, hath brough? the master to this issue, 
But Andrew Wormall and his councils ; As 
Thyself hath noted it, the youth of late 
Had lost his mettle, and in lieu of taking 
The rigor of thy rule according unto 
The intent, to wit, as good to hot revolt, 
Reversely, craven-like, did cowering lie 
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Crushed 'neath the hand tempestuous, that smiting 
O'erwhelmed him ! 

Grimwood. Aye — ^but now ye say ? — 

Wormall. I say: 

Rebellion may be taught to Helots — ^Aye 
E'en on their knees, by a bold tongue and skilful. 
That I do say, and that have done — for lo 
As thou hast witnessed it, the man no longer 
Is on his knees, but up and doing ! 

Grimwood. firave ! 

His blood is stirred — he pants — ^he chafes — he bums ! — 

WormalL The fire is kindled. 

Grimwood. Quick, more fuel on 

'Till he's outright in flames ! Fan up his wroth, 
His pride, his shame, his loathing, and his scorn. 
Cleave me in faggots, an ye will, and fling me 
Into the furnace of his hate to feed it. 
So I be rid, and rid for ever, of 
This incubus that sits upon my fortunes ! 

JVormall. Be satisfied. Thou'lt raise the dead before 
The youth again shall cross thy path ! 

Grimwood. Enough. — 

When I do covet that our paths may cross, 
I shall raise the dead, I trow. But come along. 
A cup of ruddy wine, and we will talk 
The matter over. By St. Anthony 
I wax right jovial, and could cuflF thee, Andrew, 
For very mirth ! Pshaw — doflF that hang-dog face. 
And play the comely cut-throat for the nonce ! 
To the wine — ^until we dab the pallid villainy 
Of thy lank jaw, with show of honest purple ! 
To the wine, I say, and let our first pledge be 
*^The Grimwood's fortunes." 

Wormall {apart and bowing.) And their speedy transfer 
To Andrew Wormall ! 
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Grimwoad, Come along, Sir knave. 

(Exeunt.) 

END OF ACT I. 

An interval of ten years is supposed to elapse between the events 
represented in this and the following acts. 



SCENE 



I 



LoTidon. A Court Yard. Cheering and vociferation outside. 
Enter Ckabtree and Postillions as after a Journey. 
Grooms, Hostlebs, Footmen, &c., following pro- 
miscuously. 

Grooms, Hostlers, ^c., [shouting) Hurrah ! Hurrah '. 

Footman. Hurrah for Wormall and King William, and 
down with James and the Jac'bites. — Hurrah ! 

Hostler. Hurrah for Andrew Wormall, Esquire, Knight 
of the Shire for merry Cumberland. Hurrah, hurrah ! 

All. Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah ! 

Enter Lacqueys withflaggons. 

Faolman. Come, drink my masters. It's better stuff 
nor ye'll get at the 'potticary's. (Crabtree and the 
Postillions drink. Here's to yoii. Master Crabtree, and 
welcome back again to Lunnun. (DrinJcs.) 

Crabtree. Thankee, Master Tipple. Have had enough 
of the lections I promise ye. (With assumed ifr^mrt- 
ance.) 

Footman. Why they say there never was greater doin's, 
no, not even in Old Sir Gabriel's day. 
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Hostler. Aye I warrant ye. 

Crabtree, By your leave, Geramen, allow me, who for 
that matter had a hand in the business myself, to assertify, 
that the 'lections the old Knight stood twelve year ago, 
come Candlemas day, Annum Dwminum 1682, that is to 
say, just about seven year afore his estates was confis- 
cated for fighting under King James's colors at the battle 
of the Boyne— that them same 'lections for stir and 
bustle, and feasting, and what not, was such as no man 
ever laid his mortal eyes on ; no, not since the world was a 
world. Master Tipple — (drinks.) 

Fooitnan. See that ! And the old Knight now dead and 
gone, and a beggar at last, and the squire that was only 
his Bailiff, a parliament man in his place ! Well, well ! 
But for that matter. I 'spose we must all have our up's 
and down's — {drinking.) 

Hostler. In our turn, {taking the fiaggon from Footman 
and drinking,) and that's sure ! War'n't I weU to do 
in the world myself, in the good old times, and drove my 
own team, and drank my own ale and — {emptying the 
fiaggon, and passing it to the Groom.) 

Groom {turning up ike fiaggon.) Other people's too 1 — 
Aye aye, the squire saw which way the wind blew when 
he drew his sword for the Prince of Orange. 

Hoatl^ {to CRABTftEE.) And did they hang the old 
gentleman, Sir ? 

Crabtree. Pooh, ye blockhead, didn't his lawyer get him 
off by a Noly Episcoparia, as all the world knows ! 

Hostler. Odsbuds ! And what's that, Sir ? 

Footman {pushing the Hostler aside.) Does'n't all the 
world knows it, as he tells you ! 

Groom. Aye — but howsomever, though the law saved 
his neck, 'twasn't strong enough to save his fortin', which 
all comed to the squire, as they say. 
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Vrabtree. By your leave, Master Saddletree. The 
Grimwood estates, I argufy, was confisticated. 

Groom. But warnt there other estates worth the Grim- 
wood fortiti' fifty times over, that the old man held in 
mortgage from the Willoughbys, and that corned to the 
squire after Sir Gabriel, and ? 

Hostler {to Cradtbee.) Ant please ye. Sir, what's 
English for confisticated ? 

Crabtree. It's a lamed Dutch word, which significates 
that the property went into the pockets of the Prince of 
Oranges, and the Lord Mayor of London, bonvmfidy. 

Footman. 8ee that ! Bonumfidy — 

Hostler. And what's bodun fiay ? 

Crabtree. Hush, will ye, and two of the squires lawyer 
folk on the top o' ye ! (Crabtree and Servants, 8;c., 
withdraw.) 

Enter Siftwell and Pkobit as after a journey. 

Siftwell. V faith my stomach begins to cry cupboard 1 
I could be eloquent now, in behalf of a cHent who had 
stolen a Michaelmas goose. 

Probit. Nine points of the law, say I, for a pot of ale ! 
Pm as dry o' the lip as though I bad been leading a 
chancery suit ! 

Siftwell. What keeps our Knight of the Shire all this 
time ! Egad if he don't make his appearance pretty soon, 
I must cater for myself without ceremony, and establish 
a case of alibi in the larder. 

Probit. He fell into discourse with his Librarian, Master 
Folio, who came on the way to meet him. 

Siftwell. Now may the devil take the librarian and his 
discourse. He shall have a place in the Index Eicpurga- 
torins of my catalogue for the future. 

Probit. By the way, this same Master Folio happer 
be a very learned and worthy gentleman. 
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Sifiwell. As to his learning, I know nought ; but as to 
his worth — you recollect the proverb, "birds of a feather, 
&c,," and between you and me, friend Probit, I form no 
very high estimate of the moralities of his co-mate, and 
our client, the member for Cumberland, how plausibly so 
e'er he may carry it. 

ProMt. He is a deep one, I do believe. 

Sifiwell. So deep, that I doubt if any scruple ever yet 
reached to the bottom of his conscience ! that's my private 
opinion. Ask the world for their's, and they will tell you 
that the worshipfuU Master Wormall is proprietor in fee 
of all the cardinal virtues ! 

Probit. He is proprietor in fee of Willoughby Manor, 
and peradventure the world may have confused the one 
with the other ! 

SiJiwelL There was some awkward confusion, sure 
enough, in that business of Willoughby Manor. 

Probit. People go so far as to say that Wormall has no 
legal title to the estate whatsoever. 

Sifiwell. Aye but he has though, now that the youth, 
whose inheritance it was, is no more. The unfortunate 
Cavalier, as perhaps you are already aware, was ship- 
wrecked, and drowned off the coast of Africa, nearly half- 
a-dozen years ago. Hence old Grimwood, of Jacobite 
notoriety, and of whom doubtless you have heard — 

Prabii. And more than's good of him. 

Sifiwell. Just so. Well then, he, 1 say, being next of 
kin to this young Willoughby, and thence his heir at law, 
now became owner by right, of the estates whereof, as the 
story goes, he had previously possessed himself by fraud; 
and hereby, as you will perceive, is Wormall's title made 
good. For what does Grimwood do with this unlucky 
property, but mortgage it, bit by bit, to Wormall, who, 
as they say, also liad a hand in the original spohation, 
until in feet the whole thing eventually passed from the 
J) 2 
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mortgager to the mortgagee, and is hence to all intents 
and purposes, in the bona fide possession of the worshipful 
member for Cumberland at this very hour. 

Probit. Aye aye. But what was the value received in 
return, that induced the old bedlamite thus to ? 

Siftwell. Oh that's the matter! Tliere are those who 
will tell you that the sacrifice was made in order to pur- 
chase up his, Wormall's, aid and secrecy in entrapping 
another victim, and securing a still richer prize, namely, 
and no less than the present Countess St. Auriol, whose 
possessions, as you are aware, are little short of a 
Palatinate. 

Probit. Ecod a daring speculator ! — By the way, who or 
what is this same golden Countess who has dropped amongst 
us like an ceroUte from some celestial Golconda suspended 
in our zenith? If we are to believe report, our fair 
phoenomenon is not more remarkable for the lustre of her 
wealth, than for that of her wit and her beauty. 

Siflwell. Her ladyship was the only child of the grand 
nephew and heir of the last earl of St. Auriol ; but as to 
the details of her history, I know no more than report, as 
you say, supplies, and which in this case, as in most of 
those it deals with, has furnished the usual quota of mys- 
tery and marvel, such as vidlicet : the clandestine mar- 
riage of her parents, the implacable resentment of the 
old Earl, the consequent obscurity, destitution, and death 
of the hapless couple ; then her ladyship, their sole off- 
spring, thrown adrift upon the world an orphan and an 
infant ; then a wolf, in the shape of Grimwood, ready at 
the door to make off with our Little Red Riding Hood, 
then the demise of the Earl and the abeyance of the title, 
then finally the aforesaid wolf on a sudden growing com- 
punctionate, and proposing to himself to wed this purloined 
Princess as some amends for her abduction, to prove her 
title and thence his pretensions marital to the monarchy 



of St. Auriol, and thus at a. word, to assume the purple, 
establish a dynasty, and flourish in his generation as Grim- 
wood the great ! 

Probit. Slife ! Muley Moluc himself was a mite in the 
comparison ! This is a passage in the chronicles of King 
Gabriel that 1 had not been aware of. — And what put a 
stop to ? 

Siftwell, Oh, that which put a. stop to his master 
King James before him — the business of '8S. — You know 
the rest.— The battle of the Boyne takes place. Grirawood 
ia made prisoner by his quondam bailiff Wormall — who 
had had the wit to change sides in time — his name dis- 
graced, his fortunes confiscated, and his life well nigh — 

Probit. But the Countess ? — 

Siftwell. Whilst again his papers being seized, and 
amongst them the deeds and documents which proved her 
ladyship's claims as the heiress of St. Auriol — these instru- 
ments thus providentially brought to light, come precisely 
in the nick of time to serve to that purpose, and to rescue 
ber from the grasp of both her persecutors together ! 

PrabU. Adso ! — But what mean ye by both her Perse- 
cutors? 

Siftwell. Ecod they go so far as to say, that Baliff Worm- 
all had been looking to outmanceuvre his patron, and to 
secure the St. Auriol prize for himself, and that it was 
only by the merest chance the papers did not fell into his 
hands, and consequently her ladyship along with them ! 

Probit. Odds my life what an escape I Yes, yes. When 
rogues fall out, honest people come by their own. Though 
it appears too that, on the whole, one of the fraternity has, 
in the present instance, prospered by his rnal practises. 

Siftwell. Aye. Friend Wormall's luck lay in the WU- 
loughby stakes. Though they say too — as generally 
happens in cases of ill-gotten wealth — that he had, for 
msny years, his own tribulations on this score, since should 
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the report of the youth's decease have proved, during 
Grimwood's hfe-tiiue, as false as it is now ascertained to 
be true, he, Grimwood, whose feelings of revenge towards 
Wormall amounted to little short of madness, would have 
confessed the whole business of the Willougliby spoliation 
for the sole purpose of dispossessing Wormall of the 
booty, which it appears could have been done in half an 
hour, so plain and palpable was the case. 

Probit. A well-matched pair ! 

Siflwell. You may say that ! Though i'faith ])erhaps I 
may be doing Wormall an injustice in thus repeating the 
hearsay imputations that lie against him, for I certainly 
have no positive proofs to go upon. — Be this as it may, 
however, I confess I covet no connection with our knight 
of the shire beyond a professional one, and not even that, 
save with limitation. Certain it is that under no circum- 
stance should I fancy to play Damon to his Pythias, or 
like our master what-ye-call-him, the secretary, to be linked 
very close in his confidence or his 

Probit. Heaven help ye— our poor Master What-ye- 
call-hlm is far more Uke to play Damon to Plato than to 
Pythias, and lives much less in this present world of ours, 
than in the dusty archives of the past ! 

Sifiu-ell {slapping his Jeg.) I'll wager a crown piece this 
is the very Simon Pure whom they say Wormall made 
use of as a spy on Grimwood ! A black letter man, that 
always seems as if his head were in the clouds, and who 
speaks in Hexameters ? 

Probit. The same. And it is very possible that what 
you have heard may be partially true, for our simple- 
minded scholar doubtless participates in the prevalent 
opinion, that Wormall has been the victim of calumny, 
and that Grimwood was his persecutor. Besides, though 
a man of learning and parts, our Secretary has a strange 
hankering after the marvellous, and I fancy his former 
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visits to the den of the maniac, — ^who during his latter 
years was, according to all accounts, more like the parody 
of a male Sybil than anything mortal or natural — that his 
visits^ I say, were as much due to this extraordinary thirst 
after — {calling out) a pot of ale, a pot of ale — Elcod I can 
stand this no longer ! — 

Enter Footman. 

Holloa, friend— anything to wet one's lips with here ? 
Footman. And to swim in, if ye will. Sir, an't please ye. 
SiflweU. Foregad, a smart fellow ! — And harkee — ^if you 
could manage to slip in a couple of roast ducks to swim 
along with us, just for company's sake ? 

Footman. A score, an ye will your honor. The cook has 
been crying out for you this last hour^ 

SiftwelL Egad and Fve been crying for the cook — so 
the sooner we toll our griefs to one another the better. 

Probit. Come along. {Exeunt Siftwell and Probit 
tvith Footman.) 

Crabtree and Lacqueys come in as before. 
Hostler. A pleasant hearty couple of gentlemen, by the 
mass! Lord if I didn't think your lawyer folk couldn't 
talk of no&iing but hanging the people ! 

{Cheering ^c. heard outside.) 
Crabtree. Hush, will ye — and he coming himself! — Now, 
gemmen, stand fair and three cheers for the member for 
Cumberland ! 

Enter Wormall habited in a rich travelling dress foh 
Unved by Folio who is quaintly attired as a student. 
Wormall appears discomposed. 

Servants, ^c. {cheering). Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah for 
Master Wormall, 
Knight of the Shire for Cumberland — hurrah ! 

Wormall {suddenly assuming an air of composure). 
I thank ye, my good friends. Let this be kept 
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A festal day, and see that each man here 
Fail not to pledge me in a brimming tankard. 

Servants, Ifc. And that we will, an't please your Worship 
— hurrah ! {Cheeriri^, ^c.) 

Crabtree, The gentlemen of the Law, Sir — ? 
WormaU. Look they be 

Well cared for, and beseech they pardon my 
Brief absence. I will anon rejoin them. — 

(Crabtree hoivs and goes out.) 
Folio. 
[Folio approaches) 
Servants {cheering as they go out). Hurrah for Master 
Wormall and King William ! 

(Exeunt Servants, &c.) 
Wormali {to Folio). I'd speak with thee on this matter 
in my chamber. 
(Folio bows and follows Wobmall who goes out.) 



SCENE IL 
^« Apartment. 
Enter Vfoms all. followed by Folio. 
JFormall. And he still lives? 
Folio. As sure as I am living 

To render witness thereunto ! 

Wormall {disconcerted.) Humph — Aye— 
Thoagh rumour needs must babble of — 

{Checking himself and aasvming indiffereMe.) 
So.— And 
How was't you say that — ? 

Folio. With your Worship's leave 

I shall narrate the matter from the first 
Unto the last, for there's a thread of such 
Strange texture woven through it — 
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WormaU. Do so, do so. 

Good Master Y(Aio,— {Apart ^ We must lure him on, 
Our Marvel-monger, 'till he fall into 
His loose-lipped vein unwary, thence to learn 
The color of the truth, without the seeming 
Of care to learn it.— {To Folio.) So. — Proceed, I prithee, 
I've ever had a relish, as thou knowest, 
For tales eventful, and ghost stories, and 
Such like. — Proceed, — 

Folio. I've marked it, Sir, ere now. — 

On this wise it befell. — Some two nights passed, 
As on my homeward course from the abode 
Of a sick kinsman, I was wending out, 
As best I might, my way through those dim alleys 
And dusky conduits which entangled lie 
'Twist Laml)eth and the Fens, a scourging storm, 
Armed with a second deluge of fierce rain, 
Came sweeping from the clouds, as though it had wrenched 
Heaven's flood gates from their hinges, and flung down 
In one huge weltering splash, the fourth great element ! 
Instant the shouldering throng that had hut now 
Dammed up the avenues of busy life. 
Evanished like as it were washed away ! 
Amid' the universal tide I too 
Was hurried onward, till that drifted nigh 
One of those murky vestibules, that yawning 
Cavernous on the night, beseem as though 
They were the vents through which foul spirits rise 
From the nether world ; I there found timely refuge.— 
I was alone. To chase the chill away 
That now began to creep into my veins 
From my dripping garment, I anon betook me 
To traverse to and fro the dark asylum 
Wherein I sheltered, stretching by degrees 
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The uncertain limits of my blind patrole, 
As there was found fair footing. 1 had not 
Paced back and forwards thus a score of times, 
When mid' the sullen lapses of the storm 
I heard the sound of a man's voice, as 'twere, 
Chaunting the burthen of some hallowed theme. 

WormaU. Aye — so. — 

Folio. The strain went on, but by and bye 

Athwart its solemn melody serene. 
Rang sudden the harsh discord of another. 
And a well known voice — 

IVormall {eagerly). 'Twas He! — [With, resumed uiicon- 
certt,.) Pah ! — So. — Proceed. — 

Folio. With breath held in and muffled tread I now 
Crept stealthy onward, tracing out the sounds 
Unto their source. — 

WormaU {with feigned mirth). If 'tis not like unto 
A fairy tale, or spirit legend ! — Aye, 
You traced — ? 

Folio. A passage winding from the one 
I enter'd first, unto another led, 
And that again unto another still. 
Groping my way through which, I came at length 
Unto a door, some three-parts closed, from whence 
A faint light glimmer'd. This was the spot. 

Wmnall. What then ? 

Folio. I had not longer here remained than whilst 
One might mayhap count up a hundred, when 
A vagrant gust escaping from the mass 
Of the wild hurricane, ran riot through 
The shrieking corridor wherein I stood, 
And flung the feeble barrier, which 'till now 
Had interjiosed, wide open 1 

WormaU. And you saw ? — 
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Folio. I saw a desolate chamber — ^naked walls — 
Unto one side some sordid rushes huddled^ 
As for a lazar's wretched pallet — ^here 
And there — a chest — a bench — and ruder board 
Whereon, in motley neighbourhood, lay mingled 
Fragments of broken victuals — rosaries — 
Wine cups and tankards— waxen images 
Of saints and martyrs — whilst in the midst there hung 
A blear and dismal lamp, whose throbbing flame. 
But served, as 'twere, to let the gloom betimes 
Discern itself and shudder ! 

WormalL I could swear 

The whole were now before me, thou so truthfully 
Dost paint it and ! — But — 

Folio, Hearken yet. — Removed 

Some few brief paces from the board there sate 
A man whose garb and aspect meekly grave 
Bespoke his sacred function. Spread before him 
Lay the Inspired Volume, from the which 
He ever and anon set forth in sweet 
Albeit sombre cadence, bland monitions, 
And ghostly councils — so it did appear — 
For the souFs health of one, upon whose frail 
And wasted form, as it at length loomed out 
From the obscure, my straining eyes now fastened ! 

WormaU {apart). ^Tis well. At last he totters to his fall. 
And soon must free me from — 

(7b Folio.) The man himself. — 

Folio. Grasping the goblet with convulsive hand. 
There glared the phantom of what once was Grimwood, 
Lighting his grey and ghastly visage up 
With the lurid flame enkindled by the wine, 
Whilst ever and anon as some chance strain 
From those the man of God poured forth, fell on 
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His troubled sense, he blindly seized it as 

The theme of his discourse, and with wild comment 

Wove it into some broken rhapsody, 

I know not what, save that therein he played 

By turns, the moralist, the theologian, 

The sage philosopher descanting on 

Nature's mysterious laws, howbeit the whole 

Jumbled together in such lawless jargon. 

And so confounded by the changeful hue 

Of his quick varying humours — for meanwhile 

He ran the scale of passion up and down, 

Now mirth, now rage, now tears, his fitful mood 

Obeying rather, as it seemed, the freak 

And wanton phrenzy of the dishevelled storm 

That with hysterical clamor raved without, 

Than aught beside — his wild discourse, I say, 

In this mad turmoil so perplexed as e'en 

Had bafSed all sagacity to find 

A clue whereby to thread the 'wildered maze ! 

Wormall {apart). Aye. — Good. His long distemper'd 
brain, at length 
Hath rotted and is naught ! — 'Tia well. Your madmen 
Can tell no tales that will make proselytes ! — 
[To Folio.) The case is clear, good Master Folio, and 
Explains the while it palliates mayhap 
His guilty life. His mind is gone, and for 
That matter, never was in his firm keeping. 

Folio. And yet I know not — for again, whene'er 
It so befel a chord was struck, the which 
To the deep master passion vibrating. 
Chimed with the tempest of dark hate that rages 
Within his breast, the element in which 
Alone he hves — straightway his jarring soul 
Spontaneous fell into rough tune, and reason 
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With a rude hand, but true, controlled the stop. 
Setting his fury to coherent strains ! 

WormalL Humph. —And of this same rational mad 
minstrelsy. 
The burthen still the same belike ? 

Folio, As ever ! 

WormalL So. — How that he could spoil me of my 
rights. 
Did some dead man I know not who rise up 
To life again — and which rare miracle 
Doubtless he pledges him that he will yet ? — 

Folio. Keep death at bay, until himself perform ! — 
Such are his idle words. — 

WormalL Poor maniac ! — Now 

In faith I pity him. 

Folio. ^Tis the fitting spirit 

Wherein to view the matter, Sir. 

WormalL Humph — ^Aye — 

[Apart.) Whene'er my heart is highest then doth ever 
Come wherewithal to mar 

Enter Servant. 

{Impatiently.) What now, what now ? 
Servant. The table's spread, your Worship — 
WormalL So. — Pass in. 

Good master Folio, and refresh ye. I 
Anon will follow. 

(Folio bows and goes out followed by the Servant. 
(Mtisinff) Aye — He still is left 

To scatter thorns upon my path and ! — ^Tush ! 
Must he not pluck them first, and from the dells 

Of fathomless ocean, ere that he can Pah 

{Muses.) 
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Bat for this Marplot Countess, we mighte'en 

Fillip our finger in the face of Fate, 
Although she stood on tiptoe, looking round 
On whom to launch her latest thunderbolt I — 
But for St. Auriol's plotting, the girl Valamour 
And her rich coffers, mine, long since had flung 
A bulwark up against all destiny ! — 
A palsy on her meddling hand that — Hush — 
We must walk warily yet awhile, as of erst. 
Smearing our hps with benediction and 
All slippery unguents of soft speech, until 
Our tutelary Gueen of love hath poured 
Protecting Deity around us ! Gods ! 
Is it a dream ? The blooming Valamour, 
The choicest blossom from the haughty stem 
Of England's Heraldry, this Regal Rose, 
For which the realm might well light up again 
A civil war, thus shedding out its soul 
In odoriferous sighs for Andrew Wormall ! — 

{Breakg into a laugh of mockery^ 
For Andrew Wormall ! — Pshaw — For herself, the wanton. 
And her vanity, the which dictates that she, 
As being volatile and pleasure-loving, 
Must needs elect a sage and learned spouse, — 
Gramercy — so she deems me — to the end 
That she may hereby justify her wit, 
And prove her light and prankish humour is 
No argument for any lack thereof. — 
Thus is the Rebus solved. But these brain passions 
Are not abiding. Hence we must secure 
The patient whilst she raves, and then let madmen 
Rave if they will, or dead men come to life 
E'en when they list ! And now — hist— well nigh come 
The hour of assignation with our fair. 
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And I to trim myself, and make of Andrew 
A merry Andrew ! (Chuckling.) 

But no time to be tust. {Exit.) 



SCENE III. 



T/ie Park. 



Enter Joybel looking behind /limfrom lime to time. 
Joybel. Hist ! Is it not ? — Tis she— herself — tis Bar- 
bara ! Aye, I could tell her amongst ten thousand, by the 
tossing of her plumes, and the pretty insolence of her 
pace ! — And yet too she moves with more stealth than is 
her wont, — Mark, mark in what a contraband fashion she 
muffles up, just as though she would smuggle herself into 
invisibility ! What's in the wind now ? My coronet to a 
cap and bells, Wormall infests the vicinity. Woman thy 
name's enigma ! Here is the gay, the bright, the generous 
Valamour, consumed forsooth by an all devouring passion 
for a moth-eaten cynic, who is only well-natured when 
hypocritical, and witty when malign ! But what is it to 
roe ? Love ! Pshaw, No, I have never yet played the 
fool on this wise, and if ever I be convicted of so doing, 
'twill scarcely be with one of hke humour with my fair 
but freakish cousin Bab ! Avast — she is making towards 
: leave thee a clear stage — and 
{Retires to the back.) 
^ed up and veiled, and appear- 
and irresolute. 



this very quarter ! So — wi 
no fevor, my Lady Coz. 
Enter Lady Babbaha mt 



Lady Barbara. Tis somewhere hereabouts, I'd swear, 
that we last met. Does he not say ? — [taking a letter fi-om 
her bosom and reading.) "Our trysting — tree nigh unto 
the ozier wicket." — Wicked sure enough ! I' fsuth I don't 
half like these mysterious assignations. But what is a 
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body to do, when they are so twitted and thwarted on all 
sides. Sweet patience, how my heart goes ! — Thump, 
thump, thump {searching about.) A pestilence on't, 
where is this wicked wicket ? Ah— a — a !— 

{Screams upon seeing Joybel, and recoils.) 

Joybel {coming forward.) Fee — fa — fum ! Doa't take 
me for the foul fiend, that ye ? 

Lady Barbara, The foul fiend take thee ! Oh — ah — ah 
{panting and fanning herself.) What the plague has brought 
ye hitlier ? 

Joybel. Peradventure a like purpose as hath fetched thee 
cousin Bab, to wit to hold converse with 

Lady Barbara. I hold con ! — I, Sir, I ! — (apart) 
could he have overheard — and ! — 

Joybel {apart.) Oh oh — Conscience is a tell-tale ! {To 
Lady Barbara) I say to hold converse witli 

Lady Barbara. Then you are very unmannerly to in- 
sinuate any such thing ! {apart) Lud — I wish he were at 
Jericho ! 

Joybel {raising his voice.) To hold converse with— 
nature I would add but that your Ladyship's impetu- 
osity ! — 

Lady Barbara. Nature — fiddle faddle ! {apart) La — if 
I didn't think 'twas all over with me I [To Joybel) 
Harry Joybel holding converse with nature — holding con- 
verse with ! — Hah hah hah — {Breaks into a fit of laughter^ 
Then I'd swear your Lordship had all the talk to yourself; 
for how might nature answer what she could not possibly 
comprehend ! O this is choice ! No, no, my good coz. — 
You are a very well-disposed and worthy gentleman you 
are, but as to sentiment, what I call fine sentiment when 
any one of the race of Joybel can lay cMm to it, then be 
assured the skj-'a ready to fall, and we are like to catch 
larks 1 

Joybel, Your Ladyship's avowal is as ingenuous as your 
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reasonings are conclusive. Verily there is some sucli 
defect in the family tree, and I condole with thee, thereon 
cousin Bab. 

Lady Barbara {petulantly.) Then cousin Bab takes leave 
to tell thee, that she covets no partnership in either thy 
pity or thy pedigree, if a community of tastes be argued 
therefrom. Besides all the world knows I'm a Valamour 
to a fault ! 

Joybel. And a Joybel to your misfortune ! Foregad 
I must admit your case to be hard enough betwixt the 
two. 

Lady Barbara. Hold your tongue. — And that my father 
only married your aunt for a whim ! 

Joybel. Aye! And does your ladyship inherit the 
whims among the faults ? 

Lady Barbara [tossing up Iter head.) Even so, she's not 
very like to practise them in the same direction. 

Joybel [ihrasti'iuf his hands into his pockets and whistling) 
Thafs my look-out I take it. 

Lady Barbara. You're very rude you are \ And hark 
ye. You think forsooth because I may have picked up 
some follies, for I confess I have hitherto kept over much 
of your Lordship's company, that I cannot be rational, 
or sober, or discreet ; cannot study, or meditate, or re- 
flect; cannot relish wit, and learning, and all that ; 
whereas such is the true and natural bent of my mind, 
and for any warp, or twist, or bias, it may have received; 
'tis as I have already signi6ed, your Lordship, that is 
mainly accountable ! 

Joybel. Hoity, toity! Egad I had ever conceived until 
now, that 't'was my Lordship had been the pupil, and 
your Ladyship the pedagogue ! I'll swear you 
bave always held the rod and laid down the law ! 

Ijady Barbara (lauglmig.) Hah huh hah. — To very little 
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purpose as it would appear ! I doubt if 1 hadn't done 
far better to have put the fool's cap on ye at once, and 
to have packed ye about your business ! — On the which 
mission, by the way, I do beseech ye to set out at once 
and with all dispatch — {apart) Lud if I wasn't well nigh 
forgetting — ■! [To Joybel) There now — go — go — like a 
good man — {Pushiiy and coaxing him aUemately) Go — do 
— now — there — 

Joybel. What the mischief! If one would'nt think 
'twas more your Ladyship's own business than mine, 
whereon you'd dismiss me, you seem so mightily concerned 
for its present dispatch I 

Lady Barbara {hesitating.) To be plain with ye I — I do 
happen — ^just at this moment to be — to be engaged in a 
train — a train of serious reflexions upon — upon — {de- 
marehf.) 

Joybel. The attraction of gravity, eh ? 

Lady Barbara. Mayhap, And whereof I am not like 
to receive any meet illustration from your Lordship. Go 
now will ye? — (PtisMng Joybel.) And harkee — I'm all 
impatience 'till you take a look at my new filly Scape-grace 
and give me your opinion of her. Now there you shine ! 
That's your element, I tell ye Harry, and you can't think 
how ill any affectation of sentiment or seriousness or so- 
briety sits on ye ! It minds me for all the world of my 
poor Jackoo, when I thrust our grand uncle the Chan- 
cellor's wig on him ! Hah hah hah. 

Joybel. Slife !— 

Lady Barbara (pushing him.) Go go go — or I shall at 
last catch contagion of thy levity ! Hah hah hah — 

{Laughs immoderately.) 

Joybel. Egad I should have supposed that your Lady- 
ship were already in the very crisis of the disorder ! How- 
ever to satisfy your — {Goin^i, he stops suddenly) But hist, 
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I fear you Ladyship's meditations arc feted to be broken 
in on this morning, for, if I be not mistaken, here comes, 
and right upon your path, the worshipful Master Worm- 
aU! 

Lady Barbara {fimried) Ah — away, away ! — 

Joybel. I fly — {going, relums.) But would ye that I take 
steps to draw off this new interloper, and so enable your 
Ladyship to pursue that train of reflexions which ? — 

Lady Barbara {ttnlh a gesture of impatience.) If you 
love me — ! 

Joybel. Get out of my sight — you would add — the usual 
reward, I fancy, of the veritable passion ! Well Heaven 
guide thee, child, through your reflexions whatever or 
whoever may be their object ! And so — farewell. 

[EMt. 

Lady Barbara {fimried and adjusting herself.) What 
was't he said ! I fear me he suspects and can't help 
it now — Ah — the man approaches ! La, I would 'twere 
all over ! But he must not find me in such a taking, 
or he will incontinently set me down as a simpleton 1 

Enlo" WoRMALL ricklt/ habited. Lady Barbara 
stands half-averted and embarrassed. 



WoTtnall. For this, the latest token of thy trust, 
Lady once more I cast me at thy feet [kneeling 

Letting the mute hut loving loyalty 
Of bended knee, thus testify unto 
The gratefulness, that e'en of its very gratefulness 
Can find no utterance ! {kisses her hand deferentially and 

Lady Barbara [coquetting btit with embarrassment.) Thou 
speak'st me fair. 
Yet is it not the warning of the adage 
That when confiding woman's faith is thus 
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With such ftee lavishment dealt out, 'tis held 
But as the spendthrift's bounty which thereafter 
May breed more slight than love ? 

WormaU (tvith affected insinuation.) Or is't not rather 
On this wise that the maxim runneth, to wit : 
That when fond suitors grow o'er thankful for . 
Some fi-ugal grace accorded, woman's thrift. 
The dole appraising by the thankfulness, 
Thenceforth turns niggard, deeming it hath done 
Enough for charity ? 

Lady Barbara [still coquetting.) Nay an thou'lt put it 
Upon this footing — it behoveth us 
"We murmur somewhat when we give an alms. 
Lest we encourage begging, 

WormaU. Under your favor 

Fair Legist not if this same mendicant 
Hold of the eleemosynary hand 
That to his hopes enhunger'd meteth out 
It's mite of pity thus, a bond in virtue 
Whereof, he looketh, aye, to claim no less 
Than the rich treasury of the heart itself, 
From whence that slender pittance is disbursed ! 

Lady Barbara. Pah ! — Let's betake us to some matter 
thkfs 
More worthy of our thoughts. — What tidings from 
The community of letters ? This new work 
Hast read it ? It is called if I remember me, 
" An Essay on the Human Understanding," 
And it is writ by one John Locke, they say, 
A very learned man, 

WormaU. Nay Lady, mine. 

Since that on one fond theme we've chanced, I pray 

thee. 
To happy issue let us bring it ere 
We lend our hps to aught less gentle.— 
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Lady Barbara. Tush. 

Yet speak tlie truth — in faith I will not chide — 

Dost thou not deem me but a giddy one, 

A very vanity, with only wit 

Enough to warn me that I let my jewels 

Sparkle in lieu of it ! — I prithee say 

What canst thou find to fancy in me f 

Wiyrmall. That 

Which sums up aU thy myriad charms — Thyself! 

Lady Barbara. Pshaw ! — Thus it is that men of parts 
will ever 
Think ailly woman must be wooed ! — And yet 
There are of them, mayhap, who are not so light 
As one might judge. 

Wormall. Assuredly. 

Lady Barbara. In this, 

Same seeming levity betimes may lodge 
Somewhat of right and import. 

Wormail, Doubtless. 

Lady Barbara. Aye. 

And then again your grave and solemn faces 
Are not of wisdom always the sure vouchers. 

Wormall. Certes they are not. — But we wander from 
The gracious purpose — 

Lady Barbara. Now I dare besworn 

Ton hold me to be one that thinks of nought. 
But of her milliner, the mail, the Play House 
Assemblies and Quadrille and such like follies ! 

Wormall. Why with such fond impatience do I then 
rhua chafe until I call thee mine ? 



Lady Barbara. 



And I lay you 



A wager too, you deem that I'm not given 
To meditation and to study, et cetera, 
El cetera ? 
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Wormall {apart and excited.) Slife— 'Tis bootless 1 — 
We must let 
The reel run out and play her 'till such time 
As she's aelf-wearicd. 
{To Ladv Barbara) I — you — study — Nay — 

lAidy Barbara. I could not live without it. Aye when I 
Was not so high — {Making a sign as if meamcriag.) 
They used to call me Bookworm, 
Wonld have it, I'd go blind with reading ! Sooth, 
Though you may'n't think it, I was past all sample, 
A studious little Maid ! At least so judged 
Our good old Chaplain, at whose knee I gained 
Tlie elements of all befitting knowledge, 
Perused the Roman page, the Greek beside, 
Winning the while proficiency no leas 
In the Dead Languages, than in the Living ; 
Nor was the yet severer walk of science 
Untrod by me. In metaphyaic lore, 
And natural philosophy I made 
Due progress, nay, of mathematics got 
Some smattering too — the good man urging, that 
Such discipline robust would brace the mind — 
And for his sake, I hope 'twas so, for he 
Kind simple soul, prized far beyond the pelf 
That not e'en half repaid his generous toil. 
The profit he might haply yield unto 
His wayward pupil, {loith emotion). 

But where was I ? — 
JVormall {apart and chafing.) As far 
As angler's line and patience well can reach ! 

(7b Lady Barbara.) 
Your Ladyship had come, if I remember. 
To somewhat, touching waywardness— 

Lady Barbara, Hist — Aye— 
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In brief: 1 would maintain that this same bias 

Which swayed ray youth, inclines my womanhood, 

And though at custom's call I'm bound perforce 

To enter on the world, and mingle with 

The idle throng, conforming me unto 

Its idleness, to flaunt, to flare, to flutter 

As the modish lady ; to frequent the rout. 

To lisp frivolity, to play at cards, 

To mincing tread the gaudy mazes of 

The vacant minuet — so on — I yet 

Find time I say, howe'er ray heart as thou 

May'st deem it set upon these levities, 

For study and for contemplation Aye, 

And ne'er do I commit excess in this 

Same giddy game of pleasure, but I lay 

Upon myself the penalty next morn 

Of conning over some huge quarto, or 

At least a duodecimo ! — I'm not 

So light mayhap as you would think for ! — 

{Demurely and drawing herself up.) 

IVormaV {apart and excited). 'Sdeath — 

Or I BO all forbearing ! — {Svhduing himself.) Hist.— 

(7*0 Lady Barbara). "Tis thou, 

Sweet Lady, art the slanderer, in thus 
Suborning as false witness e'en myself, 
Against myself — But let me crave once more 
An audience for — 

Ladj/ Barbara. If you would have my mind on't, 
I'd say I were a whit too sober — 

{Suddenly pointing outside and breaking into laughter.) 
Look, 
Look, look ! The wind hath ravish'd away his hat, 
Poor wight ! — And now it rolls — and he rolls after it. 
Puffing and blowing, whilst it goes bumping and thump- 
ing 1— 
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He has caught it — Tes — No — Off it goea again, 
And off again goes he — And off goes his perriwig ! 

[Shrieks with laughter, and jwnps up and down 
clapping her hands.) 
Hush ! [Suddenly checkir^ herself.) 

Here comes trooping right upon us, a bevy 
Of dames and cavaliers ! — Let us retire. 

{Hurries out with Wo 



SCENE IV. 

A Lady's Dressing Room in the Mansion of the Countess. 

Winifred and Nibble seated at work. 

Nibble [laying down her work.) Well to be sure ! Lord, 
let's hear the end on't, Mrs . Winifred, 'fore my Lady Bab. 
comes in upon us and ! — By the same token it's one of 
her pranks she's on this morning, I'll warrant, or she 
wouldn't have left me here behind her. But about the 
Countess — and you say she still frets after the young 
gentleman ? 

Winifred. And will to her dying day, if you'll have my 
thoughts on the matter ! 

Nibble. Well, well ! — And the young gentleman — did he 
love her as dearly as she loved him ? 

Winifred. Oh, that's another story. As well as I could 
make it out, his fancy for her was more a mLxture-like of 
vexation against the one that jilted him, and gratitude to 
my lady for loving him, than anything else. 

Nibble. Aye, aye I — But what I want to know is : was 
it 'fore she got up in the wofld that he promised to make 
her his wife ? 

Winifred. Don't I tell ye, he never knew her, from first 
to last, but as plain Mistress Maddalenc, the housekeeper 
at Grimwood Forest ! 



t 



i 



SCBNB IV.} A WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL. 5? 

Nibble. Gemini ! — What I wouldn't give, a real gentle- 
man would come a courting to me 1 

fFini/rtd. Now never look above your station, if ye 
take my advice, Mrs. Nibble, for there's no luck in such 
cross- coupling, I promise ye ! 

Nibble. And thafs sure! — There's poor Sukey Cockle- 
top, who married Master Puddleton the 'Pothecary, and 
they say he worries her out of her life with perpetually 
hitting it up to her, that he has disbased the blood of the 
Puddletons by the connexion— the filthy fellow ! 

tVinifred. There it is you see. 

Nibble. Well. — But about your Lady — and the young 
man was drowned you say, and there was an end on't f 

Winifred. Oh there was a deal happened before that ! 

Nibble. Aye ? 

JVimfred. And what wouldn't be much to the credit of 
the young Gentleman, so be, it really lies at his door. 

Nibble. He didn't go to break his word sure? 

Winifred. Aye, but that's just the question. 

Nibble. Odds my life, do tell us all about it, Mrs. 
Winifred ! 

Wimfred. Bless ye 'twould take the better part of a 
week to do that ! Howsoi^ever — to make a long story 
short, it was nothing more or less than this : that after 
Master Raymond had been in foreign parts about a twelve- 
month or so, he wrote home to Mistress Maddalene, and 
settled to make her his wife, so soon as he should have 
come back ; that at a word, they Plighted their Troth, as- 
my Lady used to call it, and that everything went on 
smooth and comfortable for a season. But now comes 
the misfortunate part of the business, for what should 
happen after a while, but that Master Raymond's letters 
should .begin to grow as cold and a.s careless, as before 
they had been loving and kind, until after gradually drop- 
ping off one by one, they, at long and last, came to an 
end altogether ! And now you've the whole of the matter- 
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Nibble. Oh, it's as plain as the nose on your face ! 
They're all of a piece, they are the men ! 1 tell ye Mrs. 
Winifred, I wouldn't trust one of 'em, no — no, not though 
he was set to up for a paragum of virtue ! Aye, aye. He 
jilted my Lady just as sure, juat as sure — as himself had 
been jilted afore ! 

Winifred. It raay be so. But it's my belief, neverthe- 
less, that the young man was innocent of the whole busi- 
ness, and that it was all the doings of a third person — 
that's my notion Mrs. Nibble ! 

Nibble. You don't say so ! And who the dickona was 
the ? 

Wivifred. Oh, if s not for me to name names, or to 
take away people's characters, for it's certain it's only my 
own suspiciona I have to go on. Howsomever, injustice to 
the memory of the young man, I must and will say it's my 
sentiment that those same letters was forged, aye forged, 
Mrs. Nibble, and that the true ones, after the first year or 
so, was kept back on both sides — both on Mistrcsa Madda- 
lene's, and Master Kaymond'a, and that — I'll say no more 
on'tl 

Nibble {lifting up her hands.) Was there ever the like ! 
And what did he do it for him that done it, the unnatural 
mahomadum ) 

fVinifred, Oh, if it comes to that — perhaps he had his 
own designs upon ray Lady ! 

Nibble. His own !— Well, well t — And did she, too, 
suspect foul play r 

Winifred. She did, and siie didn't, and if s my opinion, 
that up to this very day, she doesn't know what to believe, 
and — O dear, dear, dear, I wouldn't go through those 
heart-rending times again, no, not — not to be a real down- 
right Lady Countess, myself! [Sobbing.) 

Nibble {patting her apron to her eyes.) If s very melan- 
chohc, so it is! — But lord, there's no use fretting one's 
self for whaf a passed and over. Aye, and take ray word 
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for it Mrs. Winifred, that's your Mistress's nution too. 
Why I ask yourself, is she not, at this hour, the very 
gayest and modishest Lady in Lunnun ? 
Winifred. Humph. 

Nibble. Doesn't she lead the fashion ? 
Winifred. Mayhap. 

Nibble, Where's the assembly, the masquerade, or the 
rout, that my Lady St. Auriol is not there ? 
Winifred. Can't say ? 

Nibble. Pooh ! — I tell you what it is, Mrs. Winifred, 
between you and me, my Lady Countess, with all her 
troubles — which is what fine ladies call the vapours — ^is 
main fond of the world not the less, and has her own time 
of it too. Lord, to see her and my Lady Bab together's 
as good as a play ! 

IVinifred. Aye aye. My Lady can play her part. 
Nibble. And for that matter, is not so taken up with the 
thoughts of her old sweet-lieart, but that she can take up 
with a new ! Why I ask yourself, does she ever stir an 
inch, that she hasn't all the pretty fellows in Lunnun after 
her? 

Win^red. Oh very like, very like. One may, somehow, 
get hardened at the last, and for certain she does puzzle 
me at times. But this I'll say for her, that if ever there 
breathed a kind, sweet, noble, generous mistress — my 
Lady Countess is that one ! 

Nibble. Aye, sure ? By the same token you must have 
a choice place of it, Mrs. Winifred. Now, how many cast 
gowns may 1 make bold to ask, do you — ? — 

(A knocking is heard at the side door.) 
Winifred (rising hastily.) Who's here ! {knocking con- 
tinues.) 

NUtble. O who indeed ! No mistaking Bab ! Ra ta ta 
ta ta ta I Never stops till the door's opened. (Knocking 
continued.) 



PLIGHTED troth; OH, [aCT II. 

fVini/red. My patience ! (Rum over and unlocks the 
door.) 

Enter Lad\ Barbara. 

Lady Barbara {speaking as she comes in.) Is't high trea- 
son your Ladyship's hatching, that you lock yourself up ; 
and — pooh — fly, and say I'm here. 

Winifred. This moment, my Lady. {Curtseys, and goes 
out.) 

Lady Barbura {to "i^iBBhE.) And do you troop off too, 
and hold yourself in readiness to attend me home. 

Nibble {atrtseying.) At your service, my Lady. {Aside 
and going.) To attend her home ! Aye — but where was 
she all morning, that it's only now she needs my attend- 
ance ! Ahera — I know what I know. {Exit.) 

Lady Barbara. Meanwhile, we shall keep company with 
our own reflections. {Goes over to a mirror.) Pah — that 
caitiff curl, do what I may, it will run restive — See ! 
{Adjusting her hair.) And what a bon-fire in my cheek ! 
Aye, pink, eternal and perpetual pink, as though I had never 
felt the pang of thought ! Pshaw, thou most foolish, and 
most flagrant face ! — And then that silly dimple 1 Just as 
if nature had put an issue in my cheek to draw off the 
foolish humours — forgetting that I was already provided 
with a mouth ! Pshaw — 

Enier from folding doors at the back, MADDAI.E^'E, richly 
attired as the Countess St. Auriol. 

Countess {coming forward.) So, so— surveying all thine 
engines of destruction ! 

Lady Barbara {still adjusting herself.) That are more 
like, however, to damage the owner than the enemy '. 
{coming forward) But Loves and Graces, here is indeed 
a formidable battery of beauty! Who may he be I 
prithee — the infatuated foeman— that hath had the teme- 
rity to provoke this perilous exhibition of hostihty ? 



Countess (Imiglmg.) Nay for that matter 1 am at peace 
with all mankind, and only wear the aspect of war 
because there's no fear of incurring it, like the city Train 
Bands on a corporation holiday. 

Lady Barbara. Who are prepared nevertheless to do 
as much execution on such occasions, as their feathers 
and embroidery may enable them — fearful weapons you 
must admit, whether wielded by a pretty woman, or a 
holiday soldier. Aye, aye — and by the way, now that 
we are on the subject — methinks — mcthinks I can at long 
and last point out the more particular victim against 
whose quiet, the martial preparations of our pretty woman 
are, in the present instance, meant to be directed ! 

(Countess (looking np significantly whilst arranging her 
robes) Aye!— Prithee where hast thou bestowed thyself 
of late, Bab, that thou hast picked up so much of Cupid's 
rhetoric — eh ? 

Lady Barbara. Pshaw. — But skilfull a master of fence 
as your Ladyship may account yourself, you shall not 
parry my pasaado. At a word, and to run you at once, aye, 
right through the heart — what may be your Ladyship's 
sentiments with regard to my Lord Viscount Lack- 
land who hangs upon your footsteps, just as though he 
were your shadow ? 

Countess {busied with her robes as befi)re.) Yea — and 
shadow-Uke too, ever ^nce the sun shone and I got out 
of chancery ! 

Lady Barbara, Thou'rt a provoking hussey !~-But if it 
be not my Lord Lackland, it must — May I guess 
again? 

Countess. As often as ye will, and meanwhile put this 
pin in my ruff, [Thms her back to Lady Bahbara who 
seta about pinning her rtiff.) 

Lady Barbara. Well then, and without further preface 
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or preamble — There's Sir Harry Martingale, and he's no 
fortune hunter ? 

Omntess. No. To do the worthy Baronet justice, he 
would rather hunt foxes than fortune or au^t else 
beside ! — What keeps ye fumbhng so long, child ? 

Lady Barbara. Vixen ! [Still pinning the ruff'.) But 
once more and I have done. Come— and he shall neither 
be fortune or Fox-Hunter. Now !^ — What do you say to 
our witty Lord Epigram ? 

Countess. As little as possible; for he is ever repeating 
one's ban mots, and omitting the point. 

Lady Barbara. How inowye what's done when your 
back's turned? (RuTis the pin inio the Countess.) 

Countess {starting.) You naughty minx! Dost take 
ray shoulder for a pincushion ! {Rubbing her shoulder.) 

Lady Barbara {in fits of laughter.) Forhttle better i'feith 
— though 'twould seem too, that your Ladyship does 
possess some slight portion of sensibility after all ! 

Countess. A pinsworth as it appears to my cost ! [Rub- 
bing her shoulder.) But you have been pleased to put 
me to the question — and to the torture too pretty freely 
this morning, and now am I minded to play Grand In- 
quisitor in my turn. May I take leave then to inquire ; 
how your Ladyship may have disposed of yourself during 
the last hour or so ? 

Lady Barbara. Pooh, fifty ways ! I sipped my choco- 
late, scolded my women, fed my lap-dog, talked with my 
parrot, 

Countess [interrupting Lady Barbara.) By the way 
that same parrot of thine with which 'tis thy humotir to 
parley—he is not a bird of prey is he ? 

Lady Barbara. No, the naughty heathen he swears far 
more than he prays, and strange enough too, ever since 
the time he overheard your ladyship rating me for lying 
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a'-bed o'the mornings. " Odds fish will ye never get 
up," " Body o'me will you never get up," he goes. 
{Mimicking a parrot). 

Countess (laughij^.) I must rack thee I see, not rate thee, 
or I shall never get a straight answer ! 

Lady Barbara. Nay an' you'll put me out of joint, 
you're more like to get a crooked one. 

Counless. I warn ye there be heart screws as well as 
thumb screws ! 

Z,ady Barbara. And I warn ye that shoes may pinch, as 
well as screws may squeeze ! 

Countess. What kept ye in the Park all morning, my 
Lady ? Come, parry me that ! (Making a gesture, and 
stamping her foot as if fencing.) 

Lady Barbara. What kept you moping in your chamber 
all the last week my Lady ? Come — parry me that ! 
{Copsmg the Countess's gesture, ^-c.) 

Couniess. Pshaw ! {Disconcerted.) 

Lady Barbara, Pshaw ! — A dead lock ! 

Countess {half seriausly.) Nay good faith, I'm in down 
right earnest, and as I do love thee, Bab, I will not be di- 
verted from my object. 

Lady Barbara {putting her hands ta her ears, and dancing 
and singing.) Tum-ti-ti-ti-ti-tuni-tum-tum— 

Countess. 'Tis true, there is nothing I can bring home 
against this mysterious man, although I have known him 
firom my infancy, but 'tis enough that he be mysterious 
to— 

Lady Barbara {still dancing and nnging.) Tum-ti-ti-ti- 



Countess {speaking into Lady Baubaba's ear.) And 
then too, what has he as a set-ofF against all this ? His 
person disagreeable, his manners sinister, his station 
eqviivocal, and — {raising ker voice) his age more than 
double your own ? 



I 
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Lady Barbara. Now i'faith you'll provoke me to — 
Tum-ti-ti-ti-ti — {dancing, ^c. as before.) 

Countess. 'Tis a whim, a freak, a fantasie that you will 
repent, when perhaps all repentance will be vain ! Tis 
that you take your instinctive reverence for worth, as a 
sign of weakness, and would fain mortify your love of ex- 
cellence, by doing homage to its opposite, like the poor 
Pagan whose piety is proportionate to the deformity of his 
idols ! 

Lady Barbara [cryiiig and sobbing). You are very bar- 
barous and inhuman, so you are ! Deformed idols for- 
sooth and equivocal — and mysterious — and whim and 
what not — quotha ! Why doesn't all the world know 
that it is your ladyship's whim to indulge a mysterious 
and unaccountable passion, for nothing less than a spirit, 
or a spectre, or a ghost, or a liob-gohlin, or I'm sure I 
know not what, and that! — {Suddenly obseming that the 
Countess has turned aside in emotion.) Alas! — {Apart.) 
She weeps ! — Plague on this petulant tongue 1 — 1 had not 
deemed it were a theme that lay, so close unto her tears ? 
— Nay Maddalene ! — {Approaching the Countess and 
taking her hand.) 

Countess {weeping.) 'Tis nought — 'tis over ! — 

Lady Barbara. Say that you do not cast me from your 
heart! 

Countess. Come to that heart and it will answer for me ! 
{Throws herself into Lady Babbaba's annx, who leads 
her to a couch and then goes out hurriedhj. A pause. 

Couniess {suddenly rising after a passion of fears and 
coming forward.) 

Nay, nay, good faith, I will no longer brook 
The bondage of this passion ! Whence are these 
Tyrannical tears that needs must mar the sunshine 
Of my fair destiny ! — Is it for that I 
Lie in the lap of fortune, her caresses 
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Have sated me^ and my o'erpampered sense 

Grown froward would fain court her frowns ! — ^Away !— - 

{tvith forced mirth.) 
Now by my troth could I well find it in 
My heart to make a laughing-stock of these 
Same tears ! — St. AurioPs Countess but bethink ye 
Where can thy parallel or peer be found ! 
Lineage and state and princely appanage 
That monarchs e'en might envy — thine — who lives 
To vie with thee ? Do they not call thee too 
The fair — the bright — the beautiful — the queen 
To whom all render fealty ? Shall she then 
Resign her sceptre ? No, in faith, but wield it 
With all the might of sovereignty ! Have not 
Her claims been proven ? 

[Going over to a full length mirror,) 
Come, thou crystal slave — 
Rare courtier — on whose silvery tongue whene'er 

I look for homage, adulation^s ^Truth 

And fawning praise — fideUty ! Stand forth, 
Frank sycophant, and herald sole that's meet 
To proclaim me ! Hark — ^what saith our king-at-arms ? 
{Coming forward and raising her arms triumphantly.) 
Maddalene St. Auriol, Queen— by Right Divine I 

The Scene closes. 



end op act II. 



[act ni. 



SCENE I. 

Niffht. A dilapidated chamber rudely atid scantily fur- 
nished. Grimwood, whose mien is toild and disordered, 
sits near a table, ok wMch are scattered promiscuously, 
flasks and tankards, a lamp, a cross and beads, carved 
images of saints, l^c. At the other side of the table, and 
some distance from it, is seated a Phibst, with a large 
volume lying open before him. 

Priest {closing the volume, and addressing Ghimwood.) 
For man was made to mourn ! 

Grimwood (abstractedly.) Was made to mouri 

Priest. Howbeit, not as without liope to sorrow, 
Seeing that this our brief discomfiture 
May win for us far greater glory ! 

Grimwood (still abstracted.) Glory ! 

Dost mark the winding of that boastfiil horn 
Exultant mid' the echo's ? — Yea. But now 
It breathes less bravely, now it murmurs mournfully — 
Now speaketh under its breath — now— dies away — 
Blank silence flowing onward with its cold. 
Impassive, and impalpable flood, the while, 
To fill, for aye, the grave of the buried sound ! 

Priest. Such is, in sooth, the glorj' of this world — 
But such, withal, is worldly wisdom's way 
Of pondering thereon, I pray thee, turn 
Thy thoughts into the track wherein a guide 
More infinitely wise than mortal wisdom 
Would lead thee — {placing his hand on the vohime,) 

Following whom, thou'lt duly leam, 
In their true scope and fashion, to regard 
Things vain and sublunary ! 

Grimwood {abruptly.) The very Thesis 
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I would propound, thou hast ta'en it out o' my mouth ! 
(Putting his hand to Ms forehead, and assuming an aspect of 

•meditation.) 
Vain sublunary things ! And wherefore sublunary ? 
Because they're vain. And wherefore are they vain ? 
Because they're sublunar)', for mutatis, 
Mutandis, it is but a proposttioti 
Identical. {Fiercely.) Doth any sophist look 
To controvert or question it ? 

Priest. Nay, nay. 

Cast off this idle humour, I adjure thee. 
And wed all faculty that yet is thine, 
To that one awful theme alone — this life 
Passing awa yEternity at hand ! 

Grimwood. Eternity at hand ! — "Tjs so — I see it! 

{fVith sudden excitemetit.) 
Mark ye yon gap in the clouds — Look through. Haate, 

Haste ! 
&e that they block it up again ! Behold 
Time carried by himself unto his tomb, 
Whilst in his stead, doth reign a mystick king 
At once his progeny and his progenitor, 
In sign whereof he grippeth his feet in his mouth. 
And lo ! a ring of Infinite span sublime 
That hath nor ending or beginning ! And now 
Worlds founder and are wrecked, and stars go out. 
And the lone universe thus stripped of all 
Its substance, sinketh into inanity 
Looking around with vacant glare — at nought ! 

{Looks round vacantly and weeps.) 

Priest {apart. ]A\s.s, hia reason groweth day by day 
More vagrant still ! But hist he weepeth ! Would 
This faultering of the soul could ripen into 
A holy sorrow, and the glimmering of 
The fire-worm of the conscience, dim howe'er 



It may be, light him on at length to truth 1 — 
A word in season oft is hallowed — [TumiTiff to Gsti 

Nay— 
All that doth lie beneath the sun is vanity. 
And vre must look beyond, upturning these 
Our streaming eyes, from earth, and all earth's cares, 
Childlike, and penitent, and pitiful, 
'Till that our meek and chastening tears invite 
A hand parental from on high to staunch them ! 

{Ghimwood draws near to the Priest and looks 
into his face with anxiety.) 
But heed ye well. — Not unto him is meted 
Mercy, who mercy shall have meted not. — 
Wherefore, do thou, as thou wouldst be done by, 
And pledge ye here, that thou henceforth dost rest 
In peace and love with all mankind ! 

Grimwood {starting up suddenly and looking behind him). 
Avaunt 
He's looking to fondle on me, that he may grip my throat 
And draw his blade across it, ere that I 
Can tell the tale ! 

Priest (apart.) Aye, here the mischief lies. — 
But the more foul and purulent, the more 
The need to probe it, in the compassing 
Whereof, the edge of our reproof may haply 
Startle his dull and dormant sense, into 
A state of waking. 

(Assuming a deportment of authority and addressing 

Ghimwood.) 

Sinner — Hearken ! Dream not 
Of reconcilement with offended Heaven, 
'Till reconcilement ratified 'twixt thee 
And all heaven's creatures, all, and specially 
That One, who heretofore hath lain in the core 
Of thy unholy hate ! 
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Grimwoad (after a pause, and during which he regards 
the Priest enquiringly.) Thou'rt, as I do reckon. 
He that should come to shrive me ? 

Priest. I am he. 

{Apart.) His mind returns. 

Grimwood. Is't time we aet about it ? 

Priest. Full time. 

Grimwood {gathering himself up.) Then, Holy Father, 
thus do I 
Unburthen me. — Thou may'st have heard of one 
Gabriel Grimwood, a proud man, and prosperous ; 
Yea — one, who did fill so large a space in the chart 
Of this world's honor, that scant room remaining 
Beyond, for Fame to rest her foot on, she 
Was fain to light down here. 

(Spreading his hands on his breast.) 
Thou seest him now ! 
{Extending his arms, and laughing hysterically.) 
This same proud, prosperous man, this man, of whom 
Did Fame thus crave to be called vassal, leasing 
Her dwelling on the tenure, that from hour 
To hour she blew her everlasting trump 
To his everlasting glory ! JjO ! Behold ! 
Thou seest him now ! {Extending his arms, ^c. ^c.) 

And what was that which turned 
Honor to shame, which smote the pillars of 
This vast renown, thus piercing witli its spires 
Into eternity above, as though 
'Twould feed upon its never dying fires. 
And live for ever ? What was that which pulled 
This glory down, flung him who sat in its beams 
Into the dust, the whoop, the scoff, and the scorn, 
Of those who coming to worship tarried to curse, — 
Which seizing on his feudatory Fame, 
Bade ring her captive clarion ribald o'er 
Her prostrate lord, and o'er the sacrilege 
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That there did thus profane him, vaunting P»ans 
Of treachery triumphant ! What was that 
Which wrought this foul impiety ? Reverend father, 
I'll e'en content me with thy ghostly parlance. 
'Twas one of Heaven's creatures — one — as thou 
Didst, and most pertinently too, suhjoin — 
WTio hath lain, doth lie, shall lie, for ever, aye, 
In the core of the core of this unholy hate ! 

Priest. Lost and infatuate ! It were profanation 
Of my august commission to discharge it 
In the behalf of- such as thee ! From my feet 
1 shake the dust and straight — ! {As if departing.) 

Grimwood {wilhmterae emotion and calchinff the Priest's 
rode.) Hold, father ! Hear me. — 

Thou knowest the oblations manifold 
Of penance, that in faithful fealty, I 
Offer unceasing up to holy church — 
The sin abstained from, and the duty done, 
The fast, the prayer, the vigil, and the vow. 
The pious rites, and meet observances 
With rigid scruple duteously discharged, — 
Thou knowest all this. But if so be ye deem 
The righteous wroth of Heaven against my guilt 
May not herewith be satisfied — Command 
What more ye will — the scourge— the shirt of hair. 
The bed of poignards — aught or all can mortify 
Both body and soul, command forthwith, I aay, 
And forthwith be obeyed — but leave me, leave me 
The hope and solace of my deep revenge ! 

Priest. Son of perdition, to thy fat« 1 leave thee, 

[Going he returns.) 
Nay, rather yield thee up, bound hand and foot. 
As outcast from that Holy Church thou durst 
Thua desecrate — unto the powers of darkness ! 
{Raises kit hands over Griuwood, as if to pronounce sen- 
tence of excommunication.) 
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Grimwoad {recoiling.) 
Forbear! — Stand off! Wilt set my brain a-fire! — 
{Supjilicativgly , ) 
Are there no terms whereon I may compound ? 

Priest. Away inheritor of ruin, and 
Be henceforth escommunicate ! 

Grimwood {throwing hifnself on his knee^}. At thy feet 
For mercy ! — Free me from the curse, haste, free me, 
And I am what ye will. 

Priest {apart.) Alas his fears 

Alone make up his faith, but in the bleak 
And howling waste of the seared conscience, we 
Must e'en content us with the troubled spring, 
If nought more pure be found wherein the weak 
And perishing soul may taste of penitence. 
(7b GttiMwooD.) 

Ere I withdraw the bann incumbent now 
On thy devoted head, as earnest sure 
Our covenant be faithful, I do here 
Demand that, from this hour, forthwith, for ever 
Thou dost abjure, renounce, and utterly 
Cast from thee, this most fell device of thine, 
And not more fell than 'tis fantastic, of 
Dispatching daily missions to explore 
The world of rumour, thereby idly hoping 
To learn that One, ere this, long numbered with 
The dead, still lives to be a weapon in 
Thine hand, against the peace of him, thine enemy. 
This mad and impious practice I require 
E'en from this hour to be abandoned ! — Aye, 
But wince, but waver, and upon thy brow 
The anatheme's for ever branded ! 
Grimwood (dismayed.) Tis done 
As thou ordainest, holy father. 

Priest. But I 

Must have sure pledge and earnest of iC 



Grimwood. Take 

E'en what ye will. 

Maurice rushes in abruptly, and excited. 

Priest. How now ? 

Maurice (paniinff.) At last ! At last ! 
[After a slight pause, Ghimwood springs from his knees 

towards Makbice.) 

Grimwood. Speak, knave ! 

Maurice (panting.) He lives ! 

Grimwood {laughing hysterically, and pointing at Mau- 

BICE.) 

What saith he — that man — that man ? 
Where am I ? Hold ! Is not this Gabriel Grimwood, 

[Grappling himself.) 
And that his hireling ? Let me handle thee. 
{Grasping Maurice.) Speak 

Those words again. 

Maurice. He hath come to life ! 

Grimwood. (vociferating.) Aha ! 

See that ye put no trick upon me, knave. 
Or if thou dost — keep up the mummery, 
Till that I've time to hang myself, and die 
In the belief of it. 

Maurice. The day is not 

Older an hour, since that these selfsame eyes 
Have seen young Raymond Wiiloughby ! 

Grimwood. To thy knees 

And swear it, though it prove rank peijury ! 

Maurice {kneeling.) Now 

As heaven witnesseth, I speak the truth, 

Grimwood. Up up — 'tis I should kneel to thee— 
{Drops on his knees to Maurice, who has risen.) 

What wouldst thou ? {Rapidly.) 
Ask of me aught ye will — a throne— a realm — 
Or if the sceptre-monger bankrupt be. 
Let him, if not in purse, in person pay. 
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Haste. Name thy pleasure, fix the forfeit, speak. 
Wouldst thou, thy slave should lay him prostrate down 
Until thy spuming heel in regal sport 
Had trod him into dust ? (Laughing hystericaUy.) 

Or perad venture, 
A yet more dainty relish, might prescribe 
To break hira on the wheel ? [LaughiTigi &;c.} 

'Tis said again 
To be a delicate pastime, and right merry. 
To tie one's victim to the stake, and watch 
The serpent fire slow coiling to his brain ? {Laughing ^c.) 
Make thine election— only let the doomed 

[Striking his brtasl.) 
liive but one day — 

{The Pbikst comes forward, and looks fixedly al 
Gbimwood.) 
Grimwood {sardonically and rising.) 

To ESECUTE HIS WiLL ! 

Priest. la this thy penitence and peace with heaven ? 
Grimwood. Out — mouthing Monk, and to thy cloister 
flee— 
Dost thou not hear the thunder-steps above 
Of the down-rushing tempest ? Out — away ! 
(Grimwood grasps Mauric k by the arm and leads him to 
one side. The Priest crosses his hands on his breast 
and passes to the other. The Scene closes.) 



SCENE n. 

Fj4» Apartment in Joybel's Mansion. A Table spread as \f 
after a repast. Joybei, and Willoughby, who is 
habited in military undress, and whose appearance is 
carerffom and dejected, are seated at it. 

Joybei, Jove ! What a chapter of chances ! But 
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liere's to your future and better fortunes, my dear Co- 
lonel, and welcome back again to life and the land of all 
Others to live in! {Drinks to Willoughby. Tiieif rise 
and come forward.) 'Sdeath, you have run the gauntlet of 
fate with a vengeance ! Only escaping the alternative of 
being swallowed by the waves, to be all but devoured by 
the Cannibals, as formidable a pair of horns as ever 
sprouted forth fi-om the head-piece of a ddemma! And 
how long was it, say you, that you remained in the 
clutches of these same sable kidnappers of the Cape ? 

Willoughby. From my first capture until my final es- 
cape — for I passed through the hands of several of the 
tribes, only freeing myself fi^ra one set, to fall into the 
power of another — I count Uttle short of five years. 

Joybel. Phew ! Egad, my dear fellow, you must print 
your adventures, taking the precaution, however, to tell 
no more than one half o' the truth, or by Jupiter thou'lt 
get credit for neither moiety ! 

Willoughby (laughing.) Nay, mayhap 'twere better rather 
to add than substract; credulity generally rising with the 
extravagance of the fiction. 

Joybel. Aye, like your horse, that will balk a drain and 
clear a six-foot wall. But to return to the subject. — 
Protracted as was your captivity in all conscience, yet 
it is, if I mistake not, nearly double the period you have 
stated, since we have had any tidings of you, 

Willoughby, Not improbable. The perplexity of our 
affairs in the East, and the unceasing smoke of our guns, 
served doubtless to involve in additional obscurity the very 
unimportant fact, that Raymond Willoughby was still al- 
lotted a place amongst the living. 

Joybel (aside). This wormwood o' the lip betokens bit- 
terness at the soul. His continued mischance, poor fellow, 
seems at length to have steeped Jiis whole nature in gall. 

Willoughby (musing). And you too have proved faithless, 
Maddalene 1 — Yet lightly as 1 hold your fickle sex, I may 
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not think that — Still if not, how ? — Aye — she were not 
woman, if she were not false ! 

Joybel {aside). So. — In one of his reveries agtdn. We 
muBt devise some means of rallying him out of this 
-distempered state of feeling, or 'twill utterly consume him. 

Willoughby {gtill abstracted and musing). And yet — may 
it not be that some fatality, some ill I shudder to surmise 

had 1 Tush ! Fatality and ill were left for me. 

For her — Yet still — Yes, we must search her out, and learn 
the truth, and at the least discharge us of our trust, and — 

Joybel. Your pardon, my dear Colonel, but I cannot 
help noting this uncomely spirit of dejection which has 
■wrought such a dismal change in yom- spirit, since what 
time I remember you as one of the most mettlesome 
pieces of manhood that ever ran restive on the banks of 
Isis. True you have had your trials, hut these are passed 
and over, and now with youth still at your back, life, love, 
and liberty, before you, what have you to desire or what 
to apprehend ? 

WUlovghby. Little in sooth to fear, and still less to 
hope for ; and such at a word is my lot. 

Joybel. Pshaw — and because forsooth you have received 
more cuffs than caresses from Hindoos and Hottentots 
at t'other side the globe, you forthwith conclude that the 
same lot awaits you at this ! Why, my good Sir, you 
have only been eating olives before wine, in order to en- 
hance your relish for the grape. 

Wlllovgkby (sv.perciliomly and laughing.) Which, not- 
withstanding, is hke to prove as sour, as the other is salt. 

Joybel, You will therefore now proceed to swill at your 
iuture good fortune, without fretting your palate with the 
cavil, as to whether the vintage be early or late. 

Willoughby. With the satisfactory consideration an- 
nexed, that the quality of the liquor being of the lightest, 
intoxication's not like to ensue. 
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Joybel. Or that if it does get into the head, you can 
transfer it at once to the heart, by a game at picquet with 
the women up stairs. 

WUloughby. And so be re-piqued for my pains, 

Joybel. Pshaw. — But jesting apart, you must allow me 
to put a question which old friendship well may warrant. 

Willovghby. Ask, and be answered. 

Joybel. Can it possibly be, that the wretched duplicity 
of a wretched woman, still rankles in your recollection? 
{WiLLOUGHBY looks Up inquiringly.) Aurelia? 

WUloughby, Aye ! She who played hide and seek upon 
what was to have been our nuptial day, and who was, by 
and bye, found buried in a miser's strong box ? Rankle ! 
All gratitude forbid ! For such is due even to baseness, 
when it rescues us from its contamination ! 

Joybel. Ahem— precisely my view of the subject, only 
that it is somewhat more forcibly conveyed in the canni- 
bal tongue. 

WUloughby {laughing.) In faith and in fine, 'tis high 
lime we cliange the current of our discourse, lest I expose 
my own spleen, to the full as much as the worthlessness 
it would assail ! Well then ; there are, as you perceive, 
some hopes of me still, inasmuch as I am about to ac- 
company you to this banquet to-night, and to rub, as you 
say, with the world. 

Joybel. Ecod I only hope it may be as I say, for by the 
lord, friend Raymond, if thou rubbest with the world after 
thine own fashion, thou'lt go well nigh to flaying it alive ! 

WUloughby (laughing.) In truth, my Lord, I am only 
too sensible how little my uncouth perversity, merits your 
solicitude to reclaim it! 

Joybel. To be plain with you, I bold the task to be so 
clearly beyond my poor ability to deal with, that it is with 
the view of transferring it to hands far more skilful than 
mine own, 1 now carry you to the rout aforesaid. None 
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but a woman, my dear Colonel, could reclaim such a 
liardened sinner against the sex. But we shall see what 
the matchless St. Auriol may effect, and all I can say is 
that if you prove insensible to the admonitions of this, our 
feir Infellibilityj why, we must only hand you over to the 
secular arm, and burn you in a bonfire of your own 
faeresies, that's all ! 

Willavghby {Iwughing) An alternative sufficiently for- 
midable, I allow. Wielding such arguments, your petti- 
coat pontiff must needs be irresistible, and the recantation 
of the offender a matter of course. 

Joybel. May I perish, if I could covet anything much 
more, that to see thee kissing her pretty foot in 
most slavish, yet hopeless veneration, were it only to 
punish thee for thy impiety. Aye, and as sure as fate, 
thou'lt find thee at her mercy yet, the which, it is but fair 
ye, she is not over-ready to dispense. So, look 
to it my good son of Mars. And now to arm for the 
encounter, 

Willaughby, Verily, even a coat of mail were not proof 
against the perils with which you threaten me '■ 

Joybel. We must only pitch you into the river Styx, 
tfaen — or consign you to the ducking stool, perhaps the 
better alternative of the twain ! {Exeunt lavghing.) 



SCENE III. 

A lady's Dressing Room. 

Lady Barbara at her toilette, NiBtfLE in attendance. 

Lady Barbara {pettishly.) You've stuck my feathers all 
awry, child ! See ! If they are not falling about my face, 
for all the world as if I were moulting. Pah ! 
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Niblile (aside.) She's in one of her tantBtums to-night, 
that's plain. 

Lady Barbara. What's all that stuff your talking about, 
my Lord Joybel ? 

Nibble {ande.) Hoh ho. It's my Lord thafs awry in 
her head, I take it. — An't please your La'aship, ifs no 
more than Master Dapperly, your La'aship's groom, was 
discoursing this morning in the servants' hall ; how that 
my Lord has been the life of the town for the last week, 
and how, that wherever there was any stir, or bustle, or 
gay doings, or pleasuring going on, my Lord was sure to 
have a hand in't. 

Lady Barbara. And a plague take your hands, say I, 
for they are making my head more like a frightened 
porcupine, than anything else that I know of! Will 
you not keep chattering, but mind what you're about! 
Fetch me my fan. Go. [Rises, and coines forward ex- 
cited.) 

Nibble (aside, and going for the fan.) Aye aye. Fine 
ladies always fans theirselves when they're in a pucker, 
whether to blow it up, or blow it out, is not for me to 
determine. {Gives ike/an to Lady Babbaba.) 

Lady Barbara {fanning hersdf violently.) But what do 
I care ! Not a rush '■ Let him fly after this folly or that, 
run hither or thither, do this or do 't'other, what is it to 
me, I'd be glad to know? It's only that — there's no such 
thing as true friendship in this world — that's all! And 
I'm sure I don't care a pin's point, whether there be or not. 
Aye — he may go seek new faces whenever he fancies, and 
make new friends, and philander with this one, and dangle 
after that, and — bythe way— [luming to Nibble.) What's 
that you were saying about his Lordship, and — and — that 
woman— a— my Lady Sparkle? 

Nibble [aside.) Oh it's as plain as a pike staff! 



Lady Barbara. Have ye lost the use of your tongue, 
child, that ye cannot answer me? 

Nibble, I had thought I used it overmuch for your 
La'aship's fancy. 

Lady Barbara. Pooh. What of my Lady Sparkle? 

Nibble {oKide) I shall give her a meal of it now, with a 
blessing. — Why an't please your La'aship, they say as 
how my Lord and my Lady have become quite cater-cou- 
sins of late, which some thinks is nearer a-kin than cou- 
sins german — that wherever ray Lady may be, there you 
are also sure to find liis Lordship a courting at her side- 
that they walk together, talk together, ride together, flirt 
together, fal-lal together, just the very pattern of a couple 
of turtle doves ; — that, at a word, and to make a long story 
short, her La'aship deep downright dotes upon his Lord- 
ship, whilst his Lordship is just hke to go out of his seven 
senses for her La'aship. Ajid that's what they say of my 
Lady Sparkle! 

Lady Barbara [with excitement, and breaking out). Then 
what I say is : that my Lady Sparkle is just a downright 
impertinent hussey for such presumption, and my Lord 
Joybel, a most preposterous simpleton to permit it, and 
that you are a little, busy, silly, intermeddling, slut, to 
tell your Lady any such nonsense ! Get along with ye 
about your business ! 

Nibble {jjoing.) This is what poor bodies hke we bring 
upon theirselves, for being faithful, and honest, and con- 
fidental, and — (pretejidiny to cry.) Oh, oh, oh — 

Lady Barbara. There now, I have set her a-whim- 
pering. — Poor monkey ! — (Running after Nibble.) Nibby, 
Nibby, Nibby, what have I done to her ' 

Nibble {rubbing her eyes with her apron and crying elabo- 
rately.) Oh, oh, oh — I'm sure it's not for nothing I'n 
crying. Oh, oh, oh— 
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Lady Barbara (snatching a rich robe from the back of a 
chair, and thrusting it into Nibble's hands.) There — 
there, Moppet, there — Take that sack and stomacher, and 
wipe your eyes in't — There. And quick now, Nibby — my 
coach — see what keeps 'em with it. I'm over late as it is 
— Quick ! My Lady Sparkle indeed ! The forward minx ! 
But he's worse, fifty times worse — Aye that he is ! 

Nibble {airtseying and going.) Thankee, my Lady Spark — 
my Lady I mean. Oh, oh, oh. [EaAt crying, tfc. 

Lady Barbara. Yes, — I'll not speak a single syllable to 
him at the Countess's to night— not a syllable. But I'll 
look cold and distant, and disdainful. Aye, and superci- 
lious, and satirical, and sarcastic withal,— {^rtiw^ the part.) 
Aye, and I'll frown too, I'll frown, I'll — I'll look daggers. 
I'll — I'll — Aye, for that matter, I'll tas him roundly I will, 
I'll reproach, I'll upbraid, I'll denounce, I'll, I'll wound 
him to the very quick — I'll say : Is this the way you 
treat — la this the way you — you — you behave, to your old 
friend anc* play-mate, and kinswoman, Bab Valamour— 
One who has loved you so truly, so dearly, so fondly, so—! 
{In tears.) — Hist! — What— what are ye about, Bab — 1 
Nothing, nothing — Hah hah hah — {relapsing into anxiety.) 
Know ye your own heart, Bab ? Remember you are — be- 
trothed ! Am I ? — For certain ? 

Enier Nibble. 

Nibble, {i-vbbing her eyes.) An't please your La'aship, 
your La'aship's coach is at the door. 

Lady Barbara {weeping.) I am very unhappy! — {Going.) 
Good night, Nibby. Dry your tears, for sorrow is a sore 
thing! 

Nibble. If my two eyes be'n't like a couple of red-hot 
coals with the rubbing ! 

Lady Barbara {struggling with her tears.) But 1 won't 
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be unhappy, for Pm not unhappy, and he doesn't deserve 
I should be unhappy, and he shan't see I am unhappy, 
and — ! 

{Groes out abruptly.) 

Nibble. Then it's stone blind he is, and should go about 

with a dog ! {Eant after Lady Barbara.) 



SCENE IV. 

An Apartment in Wormall's Mansion, 

Enter Wormall hurriedly and agitated, holding an open 
letter^ and followed by Folio, wbo appears perplexed. 

Wormall. 'Tis false on the face of it! I swear 'tis 
false — 
And but the idle prank of impotent vengeance. 
That lacking all true ammunition and 
Appurtenance of veritable harm. 
Must meds assault me with wild shrieks, and tossing 
Of the arms, and panic ! — Where is he who carried 
This lie, this letter ? 

Folio {tvith constraint.) May it please your worship, 
He who did bear it, broke away again 
With haste so headlong — so your people say 
To whom he flung the pacquet — that no foot, 
How fleet soever, or tongue so prompt, could check him. 

Wormall. Confusion ! — How is this the folly runneth ? 
{Reading the letter.) *^ To Andrew Wormall, 

Know ye by these presents. 
That the dead are raised to life, and that ere long. 
The quick shall be brought low by 

Gabriel Grimwood." 
{Excited.) 
'Tis false ! Tis — ! — Fly with the speed of lightning unto 

G 
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The maniac's cell, and learn the hold again — 

A word or two before that you — {rapidly,) already, 

And sundry times, good Master Foho, you 

Have heard me speak of this same matter — of 

This crazy crotchet half of madness, half 

Of malice, bred, which haunts this dotard's brain, 

How, that forsooth this, my most lawful wealth. 

Is the inheritance and rights of another, 

This youth of whom he raves, how, that by fraud, 

And violence, and what not, I have got it 

Into my hands. You oft, ere now, have heard me 

Discourse upon this matter ? 

Folio {bowing, and looking damn.) I have. 

Wormall. Good, and 

You see how lies this aiFair ? 

Folio {with hesitation,.] Methinks I do. 
{Apart.) And fear as much. 

Wormall. Ave. So. Well then, I need 

Tour faithful services, good Master Folio. 
You'll straight betake ye unto the man — for as 
You know {with jorced mirth,) his palace gates are closed 

on me 
And I'm prohibited from setting foot 
Within the verge of his court — and in good faith, 
I care not to encounter wantonly, 
With one who has, ere now, seen better days ; 
It were ungracious — and moreover, I 
Have e'en this moment fallen upon a scheme 
Whereby to guard me 'gainst the worst, and which 
Demands my presence elsewhere^-pshaw — I mean — 
I'm hidden to a banquet, and would give 
This eve to pleasure — and in fine — but you 
Will thither hie with instant speed, and — and — 
"Will fetch me tidings. 

Folio {bowing, and apart.) I will sift the matter. 
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Wormatl. And if that there be need — tush need — that is, 
If ye sec well, meanwhile to sooth his frenay 
By pledge indefinite and vague, as touching 
What I have long been minded to administer 
Unto his wants, his weal, you'll do so. Not 
Tliat I am bound a whit thereto, but charity — 
Is charity, good Master Folio, and — 
Yet hold — wer't well that I set down some words 
Of courteous greeting ? 

{Goes hurriedly lo a table and icriles.) 

Folia (apart.) I must now perforce 

Go on to the conclusion, and assure me, 
"Whether it square with honesty, that I 
Should longer tarry in the service of 
One, whom I hitherto had deemed aspersed 
By evil humour, but whom now — and yet 
It may be as he saith, and it is but 
A cold and careful virtue that is prone 
Unto misgiving— and if I forego 
My food and shelter here — I star\'e ! — Alas ! 
Such is the fate of needy scholarship, 
A struggle ever 'twixt its penury 
And its good name, the while its mole-eyed wit 
Buried in hooks, and inexpert of act, 
Discerneth not on which side truth demands 
That truth decide — or if it arbitrate 
Casteth mayhap its clumsy weight^-alas ! 
For poor humanity — into the trembling scale 
Of self-delusion, and self-love ! 

Wormall {tearing the letter he has been toriling, and 
coming forward.) Pshaw — let 

The matter stand as it is. My life upon it 
'Tis but a trick, a foolish flimsy trick. 
The gibbering, and grimace, and visage making, 
Of a madman ! Aye — And now — now haste away 
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On the wings of the wind ! — And harkee. Master FoUo — 
I've set mine ej-e upon that choice collection 
Of ancient mannscTipts, for which thy learned 
And letter'd mind so long and keenly hath 
Knhunger'd. It is thine, good Master Foho — 
And noT away. 

Folio {bowing, and apart.) Aye— he doth know full well 
The amoreity of thia poor brain. — 
But though he should unlock the golden doors 
Of all antiquity, and dazzle these 
Fond eyes with the assemhled haram of 
Mine ancient Hebes, I will e'en resist 
Their syren beauties, and be — honest. 

Wormall. Nay, 

Nay, loiter not. 

Folio. I do but clear my thoughts. 

That I may better see the way before me. — 
I am your worship's very humble servant. 

{Bows, and exit.) 

Worvnall. Was it a cur! I saw upon his lip — 
Or is it the twist of my own frighted fancy ! 
Nay, I do think that 1 may trust him— though 
Towards all in shape of man I wear distrust — 
But these, your groping worms, who grub in books 
And musty parchments, are unskilled and simple 
In worldly dealings, whilst they yet have instinct 
Enough to burrow and explore in their 
BHnd fashion, and to render service fitting 
For such designs, as I have now in hand. — 
Tush, it is all a scheme to fright me through 
The hope that I, thereby befooled, may look 
To purchase up my fears ! And yet — How is't ? {reading.) 
" The dead are raised to life."' — I'm all distraught 
And tremble as I were a woman ! — Pshaw — ! 
Be but thyself, good Andrew, and fear nought ! 
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My course is plain, and let the issue of. 

Or this, or that, prove whatsoever it may. 

We must secure this wench, and her rich treasury. 

As charm and amulet against all ill. 

And speedily moreover. From what cause 

Soe'er I know not, we, of late, have had 

No conference or means of— all the work 

Most sure of this caballing Countess. But 

Look to it, my good dame, or we may baffle you, 

And e'en upon your own ground too. She holds 

Carouse to-night, and maskers will be there. 

And ^mongst the maskers — aye, my Lady Countess, 

You shall have a guest you count not on, and who, 

Ere long, may leave your retinue less, by at least 

A maid of honor. Good — aye, and the feat 

To Cavalier, and savouring so much 

Of legerdemain, will hit the humour of 

The whimsy maiden. Woman's ever won 

By the complexity wherewith she's won, 

And love's not love, unless she be juggled into it I 

In this auspicious mood we'll take her, and 

Commit her to a day, and hour, wherein 

To ratify her vow — our maid of honor 

Being an honourable maid, and keeping 

Her promise, unaware that such are meant 

Like conserves, to be eaten, and not kept. — 

Bah — by these presents, know ye. Master Mountebank, 

We too, shall play a game at Hocus Pocus, 

Will make ye, in right earnest, swallow your sword. 

And choke for envy ! — Now — no time to be lost. 

fEmt.) 
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SCENE V. 
A Bartquet Soom. 

Groups of guests, some masked, and soToe in fancy dresses, 
pass and repass. Musie. The Minuet de la Cour is 
daviced. 

Enter Joybel and Willoughby. 

Joybel. Phew ! Feathers and furbellows, rouge and 

rubies, here be a raree show for ye ! Slife, go blindfold, 

or by all that's dazzling, thoul't get drunk through the 

eyes incontinently ! 

JVilloy^hby, Nay, there be dram-drinkers who sicken in 
time to keep sober. 

Joybel. Out on thee, thou warp in the wood, thou knot 
in the grain, tliou fou! spirit of all contrariety! What 
was thy nurse a-doing, that she didn't split thy tongue 
with a silver sixpence, the way they teach birds to sing, 
and thus have made thee mute, if not musical ? 

Willougkby {laughing.) Peradventure the good wife 
thought pity to run the risk of turning her mocking bird 
into a piping bull-finch. 

Joybel {looking about.) But where is her fair majesty of 
St. Auriol all this time ^ 

IVilloughby. Doubtless the fair potentate right regally 
conceives that her lustre is the more enhanced in propor- 
tion as it is less accessible. Look in the dictionary of the 
day, and you will find that stratagem is the definition of 
society. 

Joybel. And that Raymond Willoughby deuoteth the 
prince of coxcombs, and the pink of all perversity ! Come 
along — {going.) Belike she is receiving petitions in the 
presence chamber. — Eh ! {Lookiiu/ behind him.) Bab 
again, by Jupiter! Whafs the meaning of this now! 
Ever since I have begun to leave her to her own devices. 
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her Ladyship seems to — aye, nothing like taking the sex 
quietly — though I would exchange some dozen words 
with her too, just at present, but — come along, Colonel. 
(JoYBEL awrf WiLLOUGHBY go oul arm in arm at one side, 

whilst Lady Barbara enters hurriedly Jrom the otha-.) 

Lady Barbara. Ahem — ahem — {endeavouring to attract 
Joybel's attention.) O — if he doesn't choose to pve me 
an opportunity of shewing my indiflerence, how can I ! 
{Pouting.) No, never comes nigh me. Heeds me no more 
than if I were one of my grandam's farthingales h uiig over 
a peg. And who's that he's dragging about with him, just 
as you'd pull a polemic into paradise by a road he didn't 
fancy! {Looking after Joy bei^.) Ayeaye — whafsthejoke 
now, what's the joke! — Very amusing no doubt, but he 
never looks worse than when he laughs. Listen, listen, listen 
— there he goes, there he goes, and now they all giggle, and 
now they all laugh, and — ! — I ^^^sh I were at home in my 
bed, for nobody heeds me, or nobody cares for me, or no- 
body loves me. {Sohhing.) Ah ! {Starting.) Who is this 
mask that hangs upon my footsteps ? There's somewhat 
in his gait and air that frights me ! He comes— I will not 
bide, {Runs out.) 

Enter Wormacl masked, in pursuit rf Lady Barbara. 

Wormall. 'T'is plain she counts me as a stranger- 
Could 1 
But gain one moment's speech of her to — soft — 
{Looking out.) There, there she is again. Aye, nigh unto 
Her kinsman my Lord Joybel. So. Too nigh 
By half— hut that she holds him cheap. Howbeit 
I would dissolve that neighbourhood. And now — 

{Goes out hastily after Lady Barbara.) 
Enter Joybel and Willoughby. 

Joybel, Foregad it's well if our liege Lady hasn't opened 



her parliament of love by commission, for I see no signs 
of her. 

Wilhmghby. The mob begins to buzz however, whether 
for queen or commission. 

{A flourish. Elder Vagss from the back of the scene.) 
Joybcl. Hark hark. Turn out the guard. She comes, 
she comes ! {Looking towards the back of the scene.) Aye 
sure enough, and moving with all her court too, Pages, 
Pnrsuivants, gold sticks and Chamberlains. Jove 'tis a 
rare one ! 

A throng vf the Guests come in from l/ie back. After 
them, the Countess, leaning on Lady Barbara. A 
crowd of GENTLEME>f iti stars and orders, ^c, follow 
and accompany her. The Countess appears elated, and 
laugfis and converses with each. 
Joybel {burlesquing.) A miracle, a miracle — the sun 
Rising to shine by night ! 

Willoughby {in reverie.) Have I dreamt this ? 
Joybel. Wouldst thou that I should solve the wonder ? 
List. 
Whilst that Apollo, at the close of day, 
To bait his team, and quaff his nectar lighted, 
Venus the moment seizing that his brow, 
His radiant, albeit boozy brow was buried 
In the foaming tankard, caught the reins, and turning 
The coursers' heads, drove them right back again I 

Willoughby {still abstracted, and looking intently at tile 
Countess.) 
Of a truth, a rare and costly sample of womanhood 1 
{The Countess and train jnovefhnoard.) 
Joybel. Mark how she soars unto the ascendant, as 
though 
The suu-god's chariot throne was iiers of right. 
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And she would trample down the Salic law 
Of dull tnythologists, who would deny 
Tiie sex celestial as the fountain of 
All that is life, and Ught, and joy to mortals ! 

Willoiighby. Is this enchantment and— ! My senses swim. 

Joybel. Yea 'tis the majesty of all effulgence ! 
Behold how sovereignty can stand confessed, 
E'en amid constellations of bright stars. 
Which, casting each their tributary crown 
Of lustre at her feet as she goes by. 
Hide their shorn brows, and wane obscure away 
Under the gtory of ber car triumphant ! 

Hah hah hah — hoy friend — (Tfa Willooqhby,} thou'rt 
no match for me at the heroics. Tush — I could write an 
epic now ! 

WUloughby {apart.) Nay, 'tis some passing malady of 



Sick thoughts. I'll seek the shelter of the throng, 
'Till that it pass away— and I grow calm. 

{Mingles with the crowd.) 

Elder Wormalx. hurriedly. Seeing Lady Barbara with 
tlte Countess, ke stops short, and retires. 
Joybel. But now to approach our fair luminary, and to — 
{Approaches tht Countess.) 
Countess {observing Joybel.) Aye! My Lord Viscount. 
We do greet thee well. 
But wherefore is't we find thee thus a laggard 
In these most stirring times, when all our powers 
Muster for action, and the nodding plume 
And tiny foot impatient spurning the ground. 
Give sign of conflict nigh at band ! Enough. 
Thou'rt fired ! Indue thy gauntlet then, and spurring 
This, thy late ardor, to the m^lee, let 
Thy war cry be " St. Auriol and the dance." 
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/oyM {afmrt) S'dealh, I bad is lief phj pnndi at b 
puppet show ! — 
Xay good, my Ik^ albeit prood as periUoos, 
The enterprize vbefcOH tboo vooMat Aspatcfa 
Thy minkm, yet doth his true loyalty chafe 
Till that it spend its fire upon some haxard. 
Aye, more redoabuble than is stippUed, 
E'en by the doughty dangers of the dance ! 
Command some feat more temerariaiis still. 
Some hope foriom, some huge aodaaty 
Of daring hyperbolical ! To wit, 
To play at ombre with grave dowagers. 
Enact bear leader to great boys and girls. 
To lend to country folk and vagrant dames 
The ready arm for pilot^e, to carry 
Muffs, gloves, ^s, tippets — nay, e'en fiirther yet. 
With scraps of small talk, such as "greet thee well," 
** How doth my Lord thine honoored father," " 'tis 
A fearful throng." So on — to comfort those 
Poor luckless maidens, who are aptly named. 
From the sad fiower that grows against the wall ! 
Let the exploit, in brief, be but at par 
With the o'erflowing ardor and hot zeal 
Of thy poor vassal, and he pledges him 
To win his spurs — or perish in the attempt ! 
Countess {laughing.) And thinkest thou, false knight, v 

are so simple, 
As not to mark, beneath the bravery 
Of thy swoIq phrase, the lurking craven, whom, 
His fears, and not his valor, maketh recusant ? 

Joybel. Alack and must we own our shame ! — Tia 
For queens, who can thus pack us off a soldiering. 
And stay at home themselves. 

Coiadesa. Presumptuous slander ! 

Ashes of Pentlusilea, and Semiramis, 
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Of Boadicea, Margaret of Anjou, 

Rise from your urns, and with your brows of dust, 

Frown this impiety down ! 

Joybel. Alas, there beams 

A brow of snow, whose very radiancy 
Of awful beauty, is more terrible 
Than the denouncing fronts and phantom ire 
Of a whole dynasty of Death '■ And if 
So be, this same bright splendor, haply quot« 
Her own exemplar to rebuke the libel — 
Not mouldy models— if our warrior Queen 
Will pardon the profanity of the prayer, 
And leading on her hostsj will deign herself 
To tread a measure with her penitent Knight, 
He'll straightway pledge him at the point of her — fan 
To eat the calumny ! 

Countess {laughing.) Then be it so. 
Thou'rt fairly caught, Sir Knight, in thine own snare, 
If thou hast counted upon our demur. 

Joybel. Good faith, so long as snaring of myself. 
Bring with it such sweet penalty, I'll lay 
E'en the same trap to snare me, day by day ! [Ali laugh.) 

Lady Barbara (apart.) Aye — choice merry-making 
doubtlcMS. Bui if there be wit in madness, may there 
not likewise be meaning in mirth f It's nothing to me — 
but there seems to be a verj' good understanding betwixt 
them — that's all! (Wormai.l endeavovrs to approach 
Lady Babbaba.) Ah ! This fearful mask—He haunts 
me! {Clings to the Countebs, WoaMALL retires^ 

Willoughby [apart) Do I not hear, and see, and feel, 
and breathe. 
All that my heart hath ever yearned for ! — Nay, 
"Tis but the spell and conjuration of 
My craving fancy, and this bright enchantress. 
The false and fatal Circe of the revel ! 



PLIGHTED TROTH ; OR, [aCT 111. 

Joybel {addressing the Countess.) But to descend from 
Parnassus into the Plain, will her Ladyship, before leading 
up the dance, vouchsafe me the privilege of commending 
unto her favor, a brother Knight and twin co-partner of 
an ancient friendship ? 

Counless. Nay, make it a triumvirate and admit me. 

Joybel. The honor is accepted with all duteous acknow- 
ledgment, though experience teaches, that in every alliance 
of the sort, the one — {bauting lo the Countess) — is always 
sure to sway the other two. (Retiring lo search Jor Wii.- 
LOUGHBY.) But whither now — 

Lady Barbara {to t/te Countess.) And who may this 
Knight errant be, who seeks the perilous privilege of 
being ushered into the presence ? 

Countess {playing with her fan.) In sooth I know not — 
save that he's enrolled 
In my Lord Joybel's love— sufficient passport. 

Lady Barbara (apart.) There's for ye ! Could it be 
that the matter is fixed, and the license is purchased 
and — ! — 

Joybel (lo WiLLOUGHBY, with whom he contends.) 'Slife 
you are not going to run restive at the last stage of the 
journey ■ Come, come along — 

Willoughby. Nay, urge me not— I am untuned for such! 
(TJiey contend.) 

Countess. Look out, sweet Bab, and see what 'tis that 
keeps 'em. 
Methinka our errant Knight is slow of foot. 
In sooth, it should be something rare and precious 
That is so long a-coming '■ 

Lady Barbara (apart.) Aye, she is all 
Impatience 'till he's at her side again. 
1 would I were at home I see them not. 

(To COUNTEBB.) 

{The music commences.) 
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Qmttesg. The music hath struck up. Now would his 
friend 
"Were at the bottom of the sea ! f Starts.) Ah ! 

[Rallying,) Tush ! 
{The music becomes low and plaintive.) 
Hark, those sweet shuddering sounds, do they not make 
Thee sad — with very transport, flooding the soul 
With thoughts angelical, and lending it 
Pinions to wing its way to Heaven— and there 
To lingering gaze on those it loved on earth ! — 
{Abruptly.) 

Pah— wherefore do they tarry ? Troth I would 
They'd come, or I shall lose my cotillon, 

Lady Barbara {apart.) It is too plain. Let me not 
think on it more, 
But make her happiness mine, and mask in mirth. 
These bitter thoughts from her^and e'en from myself! — 
Why, child, thou dost surpass thyself. I ne'er 
Did witness thee in brighter mood or more 
Triumphant ! 

Cmaitess {exultingJy). Do I not stand upon the peak. 
The very pinnacle of joy ? 

Lady Barbara {apart.) And I ! — 
It matters not. {To the Countess.) Aye. Good. And 

here he comes, 
At long and last, our tardy cavalier. 
And like a criminal moreover led 
To instant execution. How he trembles. 
Poor Caitiff — and his cheek— ^'tis deadly pale. 

Cmintess {with mockery and enntltation.) Nay, an' thoul't 
touch my pity thus, belike 
The executioner may drop the axe. 
And prove the greater coward of the twain ! 

Lady Barbara, In fiiith thy tyranny deserves a fall 1 

{Both laugh.) 
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(JoYBEL advances, conducting Willouqhby. 77ie CotiN- 
TES3 receives them graciously, dut unconcermdly, and 
without looking towards Wii-loughby.) 
Joybel. Pursuant to the grace accorded me. 
Lady, I here commend unto thy friendship. 
Him, who doth lie the nearest to mine own, — 
Countess St. Auriol — this is — Raymond Willoughby. 
(77/e Countess shrieks, gazes for a moment intently at 
WiLLOUGHBX, wlw, agitated and looMng on the ground, 
is unobservant of her, and su>oone away. The Gdests 
throng about and support her. Wormall, who has been 
a witness of the incident, stands stupefied. The scene 
closes.) 



SCENE VI. 
Another apartment in the suite. 

Servants pass over in confusion. 

First Servant. Here's a pretty kettle of fisli ! 

Second Servant. What is*t, what is't ? 

First Servant. If I know '. Only that the company is 
rushing down the grand staircase, like a torrent of larvia 
from Mount Vesuvo, as one of 'em said. 

T/iird Servant. Nick swears 'twas a Jacobite that was 
disguisified as one of the fiddlers ! 

Fourth Servant {intoxicated and staggering.) And a fig 
for Nick, and the Fiddlers, don't I know as how 'twas 
a prodigant Member of Society that was found beastly 
drunk! 

First Servant. Honest confession's good for the soul, 
any how t Move on, move on will ye, and they calling 
us down stairs. 



Servant [staggering, S^c.) And ye're all beastly drunk, so 
ye are, you pack of scurvy rogues ! 

Second Servant. Hush, will ye, hush — shove him on. 
(They push on Fifth Servant.) 

Fourth Servant. Beastly and most disrespectabily 
drunk ! 

First Servant. Move on, move on. 

(Exeunt Sehvants pushing out Fourth Servant.) 

Enter Wohmali. unmasked, and drawing in along with 
him Lady Barbara, who struggles. 

Lady Barbara [frightened and agitated.) Sweet Heaven ! 

fformall. I do beseech thee ! — 

Lady Barbara. What in the name 

Of mercy brings thee hither, and in such 
Mysterious plight ? — Dear heart ! I'm like to faint 
With terror ! Loose my hand I prithee, — 

JVormall [still retaining hei- hand ) One 

Brief moment — 

JLady Barbara. Sooth 'ija one scarce aptly chosen, 
And she, the sister of my love, in thrall 
Of sudden and mysterious malady ! 
Let go my hand that I may hie to her. Will ye ■ 

[Struggling with Wormall-} 

Wormall. I do implore thee on my knees ! —{Kneeling^ 

Lady Barbara. Good lack 

What megrim's la'en the man ! For gracious sake 
Rise, or they'll see thee else — rise \ — 

fVormall. Not until 

The hand I clasp is pledged to be made mine 
At the altar, ere another sun hath set I 

Lady Barbara. Sure he hath lost his wits ! Nay loose 
me — I 
Do swear ye hurt me '■ 

Wormall. Give me but the bond 

I Eupplicate, and I release thee. 



Lady Barbara. All 

The world will see us ! Wilt thou — hist — they call me. — 
She doubtless marvels I am not beside her 
In such a strait ! — 

Wormall [rising and chafing.) A pestilence consume — ! 
{Lady Barbara starts.) 
Nay nay — it is the ardor of my passion 
Tbatmee'ting check doth somewhat chafe and — But 
Thou'lt grant my prayer ? {Still holding her hand.) ! 

Lady Barbara. Sir, thou dost try my patience. 

Wormall. As, madam, thou dost mine — I mean — 
Thou'lt go 
Well nigh to breaking this fond heart ! 

Lady Barbara. 'T'would seem 

As though I had offended more against 
Thy humour, Sir, than aught beside. Nay loose me ; 
1 will brook this no longer ! 

Wormall. Be it so. (RekaMnff her hand.) 

Thus then I free thee. — Go — too cruel fair ! 
Abandon him whom first thou hast driven to madness 
By these thy fatal beauties, and then taunted, 
For that his passion did o'erturn his reason ! 

Lady Barbara (moved.) What would ye of me ! If by 
word or deed 
I've done thee hurt in faith I'm sorry for it. — 
But — o' my conscience I'm in such a twitter 
I know not what I'm saying or what I'm doing ! 
Lud, if it is'n't like as though the room 
Were running round and round '■ — what would ye ?— oh ! 
(Panting and flurried.) 

Wormall. It matters not. Full well I know that He 
Who'd die to place a kingdom at thy feet, 
Hath but scant merit to commend him unto 
A lady's love ' 

Lady Barbara. Nay an' thou'lt go to speak 
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On that wise thoul't straight set me a-crying ! See ! 
Have done I prithee. I do swear I hold thee 
As a most worthy gentleman I do. 
And learned and — 

WormalL Would I ne'er had seen thee ! 

(Lady Barbara sighs.) Aye 
What saith that sigh ? (Insinuatingly.) 

Lady Barbara {apart and intensely,) As I do fear — 
amen ! 

WormalL Doth it bespeak relenting ? 

Lady Barbara (weeping.) I know not 

What it bespeaketh. — 

Wormall. And doth soft assent 

Float down the chrystal tide of that sweet sorrow, 
As a fan- freighted galley, winging its way 
To him, who wistful, o'er the wave looks out. 
Half doubting that the rare and precious venture, 
Wherein is perilled, aye, his all, can ever 
Reach to the haven of his hopes ! 

Lady Barbara (apart and weeping.) Poor wretch I 
In sooth — we'll speak of this — another time. — 

Wormall. Nay that I'd have ye speak, could e'en be 
spoke. 
In the very breath wherein thou biddest ^* good night.'* 
Say but brief " yes*' to that I've prayed of thee 
And then — or if that thy petitioner 
Be o'er impatient and importunate — 
Let it not be the morrow — ^but the morrow 
Next unto that — or e'en, aye, next unto that 
Again. — Swear only thou'lt not fail me — and — 
And then " good night" if ye^will. 

Lady Barbara (going and with assumed playfulness.) 

Good night. 

Wormall (impatiently.) Nay, nay 

H 
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Lady, bethink ye I do hold of thee 
A solemn pledge ! — 

Lady Barbara {haughtily.) "Tis soon enough, I trow, 
For suitors thus to stand upon their rights, 
When those they sue have questioned or infringed them. 
'T'was after gradual lapse of time, and not 
By the morrow's dawn, nor yet in three days hence, 
I bound me too {with emotion.) 

It matters not and — What 
The Lady Barbara Valaraour promiseth 'tis 
Her wont that she perform. — Good night 

(Curtseys haughtily arid goes out.) 
Wormall. Hold yet ! — 

May curses light upon — ! — Aye it is over — 
The love prank — it is over ! Aye — and the man 
Hath come to hfe — hath come to life ! — Her promise 
She will perform. Not unto one that's bankrupt 
^1 In fame and fortune, as I needs must be 

^1 Long ere this dalliance be done, if so 

^H The maniac's menace — ! — Whither now to turn 

^H Or what to — !— keep her promise — Is't not said 

^H That pity comes hetimes in lieu of love 

^H 'Mongst womankind — that she who doth gainsay 

^H The palmy wooer in his day of sunshine, 

^H Reversely, will, when shame and contumely 

^H Shoot their keen arrows through his good repute, 

^H Kneel down and sack the poison from the wound ? 

^H Brave stuff to weave into a legend doubtless, 

^H But perillous weft whereby to be swung up 

^H On the safe bank from jeopardy below ! 

^1 {Muses.) 

^H No no> The sole device that's left me is, 

^H To bind the ravening fury that now springeth 

L "" 
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Flinging before it meanwhile and moreover, 

Such pledges and assurances of further 

Indemnity and restitution, as 

May serve as a sop for Cerberus, and lull him 

To sleep, until our wanton yield perforce 

Unto my claims as yet unblemished. — " What 

The Lady Barbara Valamour promiseth, 'tis 

Her wont that she perform." — 'T'was thus she spoke 

And she is of a weak and scrupulous conscience. 

This is the game, and now to play it boldly ! 

{EaAt hurriedly.) 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 

An Apartment in tfie Mansion of the Countess. 

The Countess and Lady Barbara seated together. 

They rise and come forward. 

Lady Barbara, Good lack, what a legend of love ! — 
Here then is the source and the solution of those por- 
tentous shadows, which, ever and anon, were wont to 
dim the dazzling sunshine of our mysterious Countess ! 

Countess {dejected.) Even so — if thus you^ll put it. 

Lady Barbara. Sooth to say, I had hitherto half held 
them but as the coquetry of your Spanish beauty, who 
deems it politic to mellow betimes the lustre of her 
charms, by the interposition of a black lace veil— a trick 
of the toilette by the way— if we are to judge from the 

H 2 
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disconsolate complexion of your Ladyship's mood upon 
the present joyful occasion — that seems to have become 
so habitual, it may not easily be laid aside. 

Countess. Alas ! 

Lady Barbara. Pardon this seeming levity, which, if 
you knew but all, is little in tune with my own medita- 
tions — but 'tis that T would fain laugh you out of these 
new miseries wherewith you have so perversely sought to 
poison your cup of happiness — [apart.) Would that 
others could but — heigho ! [Sighing.) 

Countess. Nay— however it may be my lot to drink of 
that poisoned cup, it is not — I have mingled it ! 

Lady Barbara. Pah, plague take it ! One would sup- 
pose the man himself had been in his cups, that he did 
not, at first sight, recognize maid Maddalene in our Lady 
Countess, and thus have made a merit of his fidelity, 
instead of leaving it matter of debate — the more especially 
as she screamed the fact into bis ears pretty audibly, at 
the same time, as 1 can bear witness ! Well well ! Self- 
love, to be sure, may be a very unamiable exercise of the 
aflfections, yet still it is very intelligible ; but as for self- 
jealousy, or that extraordinary passion that makes A 
WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL, I Confess it is utterly beyond my 
comprehension ! What ) Because forsooth it so hap- 
pens, that on the few occasions since the eventful eve of 
the banquet, when our luckless Willougbby has been 
thrown in the way of my Lady St. Auriol, the usual 
gallantry of a soldier has paid this queen of hearts the 
tribute of admiration, which it is her prerogative to receive, 
Mistress Maddalene must needs set up her lip, and swear 
she is jilted ! 

Countess. Of a truth it would require but little more 
addition to the amount of that tribute, as you term it, to 
justify such a conclusion. 




Lady Barbara. Not if 'tis all paid into tlie same trea- 
sury. If our fair Rivals happen, paradoxically enough, to 
be in partnership, what matters it, whether of the tw^n, 
may stand at the receipt of custom ? 

Countess. Away ! You speak not as you think, sweet 
Bab, but as you fear. 

Lady Barbara {taking (Ae Countess's hand.) And if I 
do fear for the fidelity of him, who is exposed to that 
temptation to foi^et it, which the countless fascinations 
of the loveliest of women thus fling across his path, is it 
not but natural that — ? — Nay, be persuaded, and lose no 
time in apprizing him, that in the Countess St. Auriol, he 
sees and loves, and shall win, his affianced Maddalene — or 
if you have not courage to announce it, let me be the 
herald of — 

Countess. Not as you love me ! By that confidence 
which I have now unreservedly reposed in you, let no 
mistaken sense of ray interests, I charge you, induce yoq 
to betray it. Have I your pledge ? 

Lady Barbara: Nay, let the earnestness with which 
you demand it, be my surety. 

Countess. Enough, 

Lady Barbara. You will then — ? 

Countess. Allow the ordeal to proceed. {Clasping her 
hands with enthusiasm.) Yes, the love, the more than 
mortal love, with which Maddalene has loved, and ever 
must love, Raymond Willoughby, let the event prove what 
it may, claims this justice from herself, even though the 
trial should terminate in — her ruin ! {Weefdng.) But 
let me not give way to these forebodings, but rather 
cherish the conviction, that although his faith may falter 
yet it will not, cannot fail, and that Maddalene, in the 
end, shall be assured of his fidelity — if not of his affec- 
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Lady Barbara. But you would not — even were your 
worst anticipations realized — you would not — ? — 

Countess. Plight my troth at the steps of the altar, to 
one, who had already plighted his troth in the sight of 
Heaven, and then — and then abjured it '■ Never! (7)tming 
aside in emotion.) 

Lady Barbara [starting, and agitated.) But it shall not, 
dare not be abjured! — Already I have so determined it, 
— Pshaw. 

Countess. Now bless thee for the presage ! No, no, 
no — It may not, cannot be. Forgive my own loved Ray- 
mond the aspersion ! — And yet — but I oppress ye with — 

Lady Barbara {agitated.) 'T'will pass. You meet him 
as you say ? — 

Countess. Within — thia hour ! 

Lady Barbara {starting, and apart.) And e'en within 
this hour I too — have bound me — ! — {Overcome and 
tottering.) 

Countess [hastening to Lady Barbara's assistance.) 
Dear Barbara ! 

Lady Barbara {faintly.) Let's to the casement — I grow 
iaint. 

Countess. Haste, haste ! 
(Jltey go out, the CooNTKBa supporting Lady Barbara.) 



SCENE 



An Apartment in Lord Joybel's 

Enter Joyuel and Willougubv. 

Joyhel. By Jupiter I give it up ! I should as soon set 

about solving the riddle of the Sphynx, as endeavouring 

to fathom thy perversity ! What ! You confess that my 

prediction pronounced in jest, has been verified in earnest. 



that you are bound hand and foot under the spell of the 
enchantress — whilst on the other side, all who have eyes 
to see, or ears to hear, are as firmly assured, of what I 
had hardly dared to hope for, to wit : — that she, the ftir 
magician herself, she, who has heretofore been proof 
against the passion ahe inspires in every heart that has 
ventured within the circle of her charms — that ahe, the 
St. Auriol, the peerless, the surpassing, the Superb, has 
herself become entangled in the chain with which she 
would bind you — all this has come to pass, and now, 
when nought remains, but that our Fortunatus should 
simply extend his hand to appropriate the prize, lo, 
and behold ye, he straightway indues his wishuig-cap 
again, and — [ — 

WiUovghby. Would that I ne'er had seen her ! 
Joybel, Winds up at a breath, the period and the per- 
versity ! 

Willoughby [perplexed and agitated.) Ye little know ! — 
Joybel. Nay, for that matter less than httle, for egad I 
pretend to no knowledge whatsoever on the subject, save 
the knowledge of its incomprehensibility ! 

WUloughby. How the faintest shadow of a thought that 
I may have won even her very lightest regard, overwhelms 
me witli rapture — {apart,} and with misery ! {To Joybel.^ 
Nay, nay — 'tis your friendship and your wishes tiiat would 
fiiin give a deeper interpretation to the ordinary favors, 
which her courtesy alone is thus willing to vouchsafe me. 
Joybel. Phew ! Deeper interpretations and ordinary 
favors ! Ecod with what stoicism these Indian Salaman- 
ders swallow fire ! 1 prithee how much of the combus- 
tible element is deemed necessary to constitute the tender 
passion in low latitudes ! Why, your Cupid of the Anti- 
podes mustf be a veritable incendiary ! However, and be 
this as it may, I am but too well content to get an inkling 
of the cause of your hesitation, and to perceive that it is 
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not your caprice, but your modesty, that is responsible, a 
seat of the disorder far less vital and alarming. Be satis- 
fied. \ take credit to myself for some penetration, and of 
this rest convinced: that you have gained a heart as 
surely as you have lost one. 

Willoughby. Bliss beyond all hope ! 

Joybel. Doubtless. — And hence you will hasten to se- 
cure it. 

Willoughby. Despair beyond all healing ! 

Joybel. Insensate ! And again you fling it from your 
hands ! 

Willoughby. 1 prithee — you know not — ! — 

Joybel. How to deal with one demented ! Zounds 
make a clear conscience of it at once, man, — Have ye 
turned monk, and taken a vow of celibacy } Are ye 
Trappiest, Carthusian, or Benedictine, Franciscan, Domi- 
nican, or — ? — 

Willoughby. Spare me ! — 

Joybel. Not 'till you spare yourself, and forswear for 
once, and all this inexplicable system of — Avast ! I 
have it ! Pardon, I pray thee, thy calumniator. Thou art 
no martyr to singlehood, and self-mortification ; but re- 
versely a right faithful votary of happiness and Hymen I 
Aye, aye, I see it all. 'Tis that you have already con- 
tracted yourself to some fair Hottentot, at 't'other side of 
the Equator, and care not to acknowledge a transaction, 
which the jealousy of this side might pronounce to be a 
black one ! Hah hah hah — {Laughing.) 

Willoughby. Agony ! — 

Joybel. But a truce to this trifling. As a last appeal to 
whatever of sanity may still season your resolves, I ask 
you, my most impracticable friend, could Fortune, by pos- 
sibility, proffer you more ample reparation, and amends 
for all her past inflictions ; than she now at length, relent- 
ing, conjures yuu to accept? 
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fViUoughby {half apart.) And these are the amends, the 
reparation 
Relenting fortune proffers to her victim ! 
Life's summer by her blighting hand laid waste, 
And now, when stricken hope with sad content 
Hath yielded it resistless unto the chill 
Of the bleak future — a brief mocking ray 
Of sunshine to call out a second summer 
Of the soul, more bright than e'er was first before, 
But to be blasted ! 

JoybeL The man's stark-staring mad, and there's an end 
of it! 

WUloughby, No longer can I let the fatal secret 
Thus prey upon me, or endure the tortures of — 

JoybeL The fatal secret ! In Heaven's name what 
now ! 

WiUoughby {after a pattse of self-conflict,) Lend me, I 
pray, your patience, and if so 
My shame can find a tongue — I will reveal it. 

{They retire to the back of the scene. Willoughby 
throws himself into a chair, Joybel draws over another 
and sits. The scene closes.) 



SCENE III. 

An Apartment in Wormall's Mansion. 

Folio stands at the side. Wormall agitated and ab- 
stracted paces back and forwards in the distance. 

Folio {apart.) Aye — he is all dismay! 'Tis now too 
plain 
And each successive embassage whereon 
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I am deputed to his Evil Genius, 
The stronger grow the proofs against him, and 
The deeper and deeper, this his famihar spirit, 
Draggeth hira headlong down into the same 
Abyss of guilt with himself! — I'll go no more. 

fVormall {coming forward abruptly.) Did ye not tender 
him my bond that I 
Would render up one half, or more, of my fortunes 
To minister unto his need ? 

Folio. I did so. 

fVormall. And Grimwood? — 

Folio. Answered me with shrieks of wild 

And frantic laughter, from the which at length 
He ceased but to demand one half o' the globe 
As bribe for silence ! such was the construction 
He put upon — your charity. 

fVormall. And yet 

As I do take thee, he did mumble somewhat 
In his regal fashion, to the end, that he 
Were unwilling now to yield me audience if 
I would, and such Uke hints and promptings as 
Of treaty savour and — what was't he said ? 
Haste, give me his words. 

Folio. Nay, he did frame the summons. 

In such rude mocking phrase — 

Wormall. S' death, speak it. Sirrah, 

What's that to thee ! — I know the man and his mood — 
Speak it, I say and — 

Folio. Have your will, Sir. 'T'was 

To this effect, to wit ; That he recalls 
The sentence of your exile, and that now 
The office of court jester, which of yore 
You aptly filled in his houseliold, being again 
Revived, again you're licensed to come back 
And to discharge its functions if ye will. 
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Wormall {apart.) Aye, had I done my work myself 
instead 
Of letting purblind pedants stand my proxy — 
Had I but set at nought the impotent mandate 
Of our mock potentate, forsooth proclaiming 
No access, had I in right earnest been 
A Jester of our King, T had foiled and fooled him, 
As I have ever done, long, long ere now ! 
But who might have foreseen that it would come 
Unto this pass — that he would prove so bhnd 
To his own profit and — and then my purpose 
Meanwhile distracted betwixt this and that — 
E'en now I know not which alternative 
To take — for she relents, does Valamour — 
[To Folio.) The gist of all then is in fine, that he 
Will make confession of— that is, he feigns 
He has withal he can divulge and will — ? — 

Folio. Divulge it ere that four and twenty hours 
Elapse from hence— 

Wormall. [starting.) He spoke not thus ! 
Folio. Such are 

His words. 

Wormall. But the intent f 
Folio. As fixed as they 

Are stem — if I am skilled in the reading of 
Such passages. 

Wormall iflgitated and apart.) Desert me not, bold 
thought, 
And ready courage ! 

Folio {apart.) Aye his lip turns white. 
His breath comes thick, and his swoln hand is clenched 
Aa it did grapple with terror, and would wrench 
Its coil from about him ! — Now from my soul I pity — • — 
And — Is there aught can save or serve him and 
Be honest !— Would that I— !— 
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Wormall {abstracted, and speaking rapidly and in an 
under tone.) 

I'D do it by Heaven ! 
I'll do it — Tis my only stake — She meets me 
Within this very hour — her woman's heart 
Relenting and compunctionate— but if 
Within that self-sarae hour she meets me not 
At the altar too — she's lost to me for ever, 
And with her all my hopes of rescue ! I'll do it. 
Ere this I've oft bethought me of the like. 
And now most opportune it — good— the time 

{Unconsciously raising his voice.) 
The place — nay, doth not all concur ! Myself 
And some half-dozen trusty knaves well armed, 
Hard by in waiting, four fleet nags to whirl 
The captured bride unto the bridal — on 
The way, a pliant Priest soon found to make 
It holy. — My fond passion that no longer 
Might brook, or stop or stay, to plead my pardon — 

Folio {apart). Mine ears do they deceive me, or do I 
Not gather sounds that menance violence 
Against the weal of — 

Wormall {still abstracted.) But 'twill fright, 'twill scare 
her 
This same rough wooing, and she'll struggle ! — Nay, 
We'll kneel, we'll weep, we'll rave, we'll tear our hair ! — 
She struggles still — she writhes — she wrestles^' S death — ■ 
We'll smash her tiny fingers but we'll thrust 
The merry ring on one of 'em '- (FoLio starts,) 

Hush! 
{Starling and turning towards Folio.) 
This Duhiess — 
I had forgot — Hath he o'erbeard! — Methought 
He shuffled, and let fall his leaden eyes 
On the ground — I know not — but I've marked of late 
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His speech is short and dogged, and doth hitch 
Against my humour, 'stead of letting it pass 
Sleek and unheeded as 'twas heretofore. — 
Pshaw — Do I waste a thought upon a worm 
When a snake is on my path, and when one hour 
Will make or mar me ! [To Folio.) I would be alone. 
And harkee, Master Folio — to your calling 
This gadding to and fro but ill comports 
With your learned duties — 

Folio. 'Twas at your command. Sir, 

That I thus— 

tVormall. Aye, and I now command ye that 
For such lost time ye straight make up. Dost hear ? 
And look ye, I do need a summary 
Of that same matter, touching the peace of Ryswiek 
Whereon I speak in the Common's House to-day. 
See that ye set about it. Master Folio. 
At once, and with all diligence. Do that. 

Folia. My duties. Sir, shall be fulfilled, (Apart.) And I 
Shall not he so absorbed in thoughts of peace. 
Whether of kingdoms or domestic hearths. 
But I shall keep an eye on strife beside, 
Lest overlooking this — that might be perilled ! 

{Bows and ffoe.i out.) 

Wormall (rapidly.) The moment's come to strike— or 
never ! Nay, 
Not e'en one fluxion of the pulse of time 
That now expiring yet is mine, but must 
Subscribe its quota to the act. I'll do it. 
By me^is or fair or foul, the wench and her 
Golden exchequer call me Master, ere 
The thunder falls and I am blasted ! Thus, 
Thus let it be — and triumph still is mine ! 

{Ritshes out.) 
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SCENE IV. 

The Apartment in Joybel'h Mansion as before. 

JovBEL and Willoughby seated. They rise and came 
fonvard. 

tTaybel. Bah ! The Mountain and the Mouse over 
again! And this forsooth is the mighty affair, in the 
disclosure whereof, your resolution hath travailed so 
sorely, and which is to constitute the fatality of your 
life! Hah, hah, hah, {laughing,) why thou mirror of 
misery -mongers ! — 

Willoughby. Yet hear me — 

Joybel. What ! Because some dozen years ago I may 
have exchanged love tokens with Dolly the dairy maid, 
and promised her marriage when I should have come to 
years of discretion, I am therefore bound by that dis- 
cretion, when I have got it, to fulfil the engagement ! 
Hah, hah, hah. 

Willoughby {apart.) Out on this weak and coward heart 
that thus 
Doth stand abashed, whilst contumely's flung 
Upon the helplessness, that looketh up 
To it for shelter and finds none ! And yet 
Has she not failed me ? Would that I could see 
Into myself, and read my inmost thoughts. 

Joybel. Aye, and even supposing your Dulcinea to have 
been a Princess in riglit earnest, yet bear in mind, my 
Knight of la Mancha, that the transaction is one of half a 
score of years ago, a period sufficiently protracted to have 
left room for a thousand casualties to free you from the 
bond. You perceive for instance, that, notwithstanding 
the search you have instituted, no trace or tidings can be 
had of the girl. 
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Willoughby. We rarely find what we are not, perhaps, 
fain to discover. 

Joybel. Or as our grandams somewhat less sentimen- 
tally express it: "where there's a will there's a way." 
Notwithstanding these venerable authorities, however, I 
am not quite prepared in the present case, to admit that 
the facility of the thing is so certain. For supposing 
tiiat the aforesaid Dulcinea be still extant, which some 
might regard as a question — 

WUloughby. And was her sole default then her ill fate ? 
And have I wronged her— have I wronged — ? Again, 
and with more earnest zeal shall she be sought ! 

Joybel. Pooh pooh pooh ! Gently gently — nought's 
never in danger ! Do I say that / question the fact of 
her esdsteoce, however others might, or that the Lady 
herself ever debated whether she should'n't live all the 
days of her life ! Gently — no. What I was proceeding 
to suggest, when you mounted your Rozinante to again 
sally forth on this doughty adventure, was nothing more 
or less than this, videlicet ; the probability that your Prin- 
cess has hitherto, and very naturally, escaped your obser- 
vation, and moreover, henceforth will continue to elude it, 
simply by the fact of her lying perdu under some new 
title or designation, to wit, that of some magnifico of To- 
boso, with whom she has, in all likelihood, seen well to 
contract an alliance matrimonial — for egad, I can well ex- 
cuse the wench's not having waited ten years for a 
drowned man to come to life, in order to — 

fVUioughby. Could it be that ! 

Joybel. Could it be } Could it be otherwise ! For 
Heaven's sake, my good fellow, come down from the 
clouds, and look at the world as it is ! I tell you, your 
chivalry, and your fantasie, aye, and your vanity moreover, 
have as assuredly turned your brain, as the same extrava- 
gancies did, that of the hero of Cervantes. Could it be ! 
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Why my life oii't, her Highness, at this very hour, right 
conjugally shares her empire in the scullery, with some 
potentate of the pantry, and is the parent and prolific 
stock of a hopeful progeny of ploughboys and dairymaids ! 

IVUlougkby. And think ye that — she freed her from the 
bond, and — ? 

Joybel. Decided against leading the life of a lay-nun ? 
Why, who says I tax the hussey with want of spirit ? 

fyUlougkby. This thought before has haunted me ! 

Joybel. Doubtless. And here, as generally happens 
with folks who are haunted, the supernatural is explained 
by the natural, the cessation of the Lady's correspond- 
ence, to which you just now alluded, being, as I conceive, 
a satisfactory key to the mystery of your misgiving. 

Willoughby. Too true ! And yet — may there not have 
been other causes ; and less questionable, than those you 
have stated, to account for this seeming default ? 

Joybel. Umph ! Possibly, there may have been other 
causes as you suggest, but however more questionable, 1 
doubt their having proved less so ! 

WUloughby, Confusion ! If that I could think ! — 
Away ! 
Asperse her not, I charge ye, by our friendship, 
Nor to my treachery, thus make me add 
The guilt of seeking to absolve it, by 
Basely traducing what 't'would fain betray ! 

Joybd. 'S'death. I must and will deal plainly with 
you ! Your happiness is at stake, and I prefer running 
the risk of your displeasure, to that of your destruction ! 
But whilst I incur the one, I doubt if I am taking the 
right course whereby to avert the other. No. I perceive, 
to my utter dismay, by the influence, the memory of this 
woman has obtained over you, that she belonged to a 
class of speculators far above the vulgar tribe, to which I 
would have assigned her. Nay, hear me out — 
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WiUoughby. Now, on my soul, you wrong her. ''Fwas 
not wile 
Or sordid calculation — I do swear — 
I know — I think — she loved me ! 

JoybeL Be it so. She loved you — she dared to love 
you ! But of what was the same love made up ? Not of 
the thirst of pelf alone ? Granted. But are there no 
sinister ingredients save gold, in the composition of that 
unequal passion which prompts presumption to look above 
its level, and which emboldened this pretender to aspire 
to the hand of Raymond Willoughby? Was there no 
craving after rank, and fashion, and the fine Lady, such 
as she mimicked, whilst she panted for, behind her 
master's back, and before her wondering compeers ; was 
there no wish to be the envy, the jealousy, and the adu- 
lation of the pantry, the buttery, and the servants^ hall, no 
desire to be the talk, the toast, the attraction of the race 
course, the revel, and the rout ! — 'Sdeath she did love you, 
for she loved all this, and it was her hope and her ex- 
pectation you would give it her ! 

Willoughby. Can I have been deceived ? 

JoybeL Is it the first time in your life you have found 
woman a deceiver? (Willoughby starts.) Compare 
these heartless traffickers — if compare them we durst — 
with the high-bom Countess St. Aiuiol, whose ambition 
it is to sacrifice ambition at the shrine of her affections, 
and then, perhaps, at last, you may be aware of your 
delusion ! 

Willoughby. Already I begin to — And *tis your sure 
belief that I have been — ? 

JoybeL Twice jilted, that^s all ! 

Willoughby. 'S^death — then no longer shall I thus — j 

JoybeL Why, who the deuce would — only to get laughed 
at for their pains ! 

I 
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WiUoughby. My course is taken 1 From this hour I'm free. 
And from my faith abused fling off the links 
Of the broken bond — broken by her I trusted ! 
Yes, from this hour, I'm free, and fly to proffer 
My vows redeemed, there, where my hopes, my heart 
My Heaven lies ! She shall e'en yet he mine. 
Despite or doom or destiny and — and — ■ 

{After a pause of irresolution and selfconfiict.) 

Assure me yet again -'tis your belief 

That I ? 

JoybeL As richly deserve to be made the plaything and 
the puppet of an Amelia the Srd, as of the 1st and 2nd of 
the race, if you hesitate any longer about the matter. 
Come, come along. — Shfe, all but the hour of your ap- 
pointment ; and she, tlie triumph of her sex, awaiting, to 
make that triumph thine ! Haste, haste, away ! 

{Exeunt.) 



SCENE V. 



A Street. 
ETiter SiPTWELL and Probit. 

Probit. And the rightful heir, in spite of wind and n 
has turned up in the end after all ! 

SiftweU. As sure as trumps are turned up at brag, I 
have but this moment parted from Sharpset, to whom the 
old bedlamite, Grimwood, has committed the management 
of the case, along with the deeds and documents necessary 
to establish it, and the only ditHculty now seems to be to 
bring our trump into play. 

Probit. How ? I don't take ye. 
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Siflweil. Why that Sharpset has called some half-dozen 
times on the deponent in order to acquaint him with the 
tidings of his good fortune, and that he has not as yet 
been able to obtain even an audience. 

Probit. None so deaf as those that won't hear '. But I 
suppose it is, that our disbanded Trooper, has some trou- 
blesome recollections of tradesmen's biUs, and tavern 
reckonings ; and sees in a lawyer only the forerunner of a 
bailiff. 

Siftwell. Like enough. We, and our worthy coadjutors of 
the bludgeon are the only enemy, they say, that the British 
soldier turns his back on. He would soon right about face 
I fancy, did he know what a friendly foe he had, in the 
present case, to deal with, and that it is not a writ of the 
court, but a volley of jE10,000 per annum, they're about 
to discharge at him ! 

Probit. But are you quite sure again, that were our 
fugitive rallied, and brought to close quarters, he would 
not have to fight for his fortune in earnest ? 

Siftwell. Even so, I dare say he would be content to 
sack a town for a twentieth part of the prize ! But it so 
happens that he will have no occasion for the display of 
any heroism in the case. The whole matter lies in a 
nutshell, and a decree of the court will hand him over 
Willoughhy Manor with all thereunto pertaining, the 
moment he shall have summoned the garrison to sur- 
render. 

Probit. Adso ! A lucky dog I I'faith I could lead a 
storming party myself in a similar cause. — And so old 
Grimwood has hved, sure enough, to accomplish his 
purpose and to satisfy his revenge ! 

S\ftweU. And has experienced, as they tell me, a far 
keener sense of enjoyment in now righting, than he be- 
fore had in robbing the orjihan and the fatherless — a truly 
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cluistian frame of mind, if the morality of the motiTe be 

not taken into account. 

Prabit. Which after all appears to be the orthodox 
usage in practical ethics. Only keep within the letter of 
the lawj and you may break every clause in the Decalogue 
if ye will, and live not the less in the odour of sanctity ! — 
But the wretched Wormall — what course does he pursue 
in this crisis of his destiny? 

Siftwell. I take it he has no inkling whatsoever that 
matters, have as yet gone so far. It seems the gist of the 
thing with our old Mephistopheles, is to keep the miser- 
able man in profound ignorance that the disclosure has 
been made, until that having sated himself by his, Worm- 
all's, unprofitable humiliations, the vials of his vengeance, 
meantime charged to the brim, may at last pour down a 
storm of unmitigated destruction on the devoted bead of 
his victim ! 

Probil. A precious pair, both victim and avenger ! 

SiJIwell. You may say that.— Though I think I should 
lay the odds on Wormall, after all, as the darker criminal 
of the two. There is afantastic vein of villainy about the old 
man, which has a touch of something like loftiness about 
it, and whicli, in pointing out a diseased imagination, as 
in some shape its origin, seems at the same time, perhaps 
to extenuate the guilt — but o' my conscience if it comes 
to that, they may pull straws for it, and' — holloa — 
(looking at his watch) whilst we stand here moralizing 
the pasty is cooling, — not so Mistress Siftwell, whose 
temperature generally rises in proportion, as that of her 
untasted cookery diminishes; so I submit that the sooner 
we appease the good woman's ire, and our own appetites 
along with it, the better. 

Proliil. Ecod, for that matter, I'm content to eat the 
whole pasty myself, for peace sake ! 
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SifiwelL Avast ! I should be loth not to join you in so 
pious an undertaking ! (Exeunt,) 



SCENE VI. 



The Apartment as before in the Mansion of the Countess. 

Enter Lady Barbara. 

Lady Barbara. One brief and bitter moment to myself 
To give my misery way, or I no longer 
May wear the mask ! {Weeping.) Alas, alas — ^too late, 
Too late, I've looked into my heart, and found 
Whose image^ there, had coined it for himself! — 
No more — this wavering strikes terror through me ! — 
I'll place it past debate forthwith — aye at 
The steps of the altar, and will yield at once 
Unto my destiny and to his suit ! — 
Hist^ hist — a footstep — quick — my mask again — 

{Endeavouring to compose herself.) 

Enter Nibble. 

Nibble. Your Ladyship's chariot — {aside.) eh ! — In the 
melancholies again, and her eyes as red as two goose- 
berries ! 

Lady Barbara. Let's home then straight. — 

{Goes out hurriedly.) 
Nibble {looking after Lady Barbara.) Lud — if this 
be love-making, Stephen and I knows little about the 
matter^ that's clear ! 

{Exit after Lady Barbara.) 
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SCENE VII. 



A Portrait Gallery in the Mansion of the Countesb. 
Enler the Countess ttad Willoughby. 

Countess (speaking as she enters.) This chamber is the 
last of the suite, and here. 
By the mysterious hand of Genius, are 
Embalmed the rehcs of mine ancestors. — 
Rare art, and well nigh supernatural, 
That swathes Mortahty in simples of 
Such potent virtue, the irresolute soul 
Still seems to hover o'er the lip, as though — 
Doubting that it had flitted 'ere its time — 
'T'would fain come back to light up life once more ! 
Unto the Limner, sure, was left to rear 
A Mausoleum of the Living Dead ! 

Willoughby. Thy kindling words^ 

Ko less than the divine 

And wondrous Craft that they expound, bereave me 
E'en by the very inspiration that 
They shed into my spirit, of all power 
Responsive ! 

Countess {with emotion.) Thoughts, mayhap, are deepest 
when 
They are utter'd not. 

WiUoughby. Alas ! most true.— And yet 

Are there not too, rapt momenta when e'en such 
May find a voice — and haply — audience too. 
Not unpropitious, or unprone to lend 
Unto their faultering incoherency. 
Gentle interpretations and soft aids 
And re-aBSurance — prompting thus the fond 



80BNB Vll.] A WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL. 119 

Petitioner to tell his tale, and— ? Nay 

Your pardon — I — I prithee who may this be ? 

(poijtiiftff to a portrait.) 
Countess. This is a Lord of St. Auriol, the co temporary. 
And chosen friend of Sydney and of Spenser, 
Himself a bard of no mean flight. He sang 
Of Courts and Kings, and Loyalty and Arms, 
With many other such like knightly strains. 
But there was one too oft disreverenced theme 
His grief dissembUng lyre ne'er trembled to, 
For that he loved, too truly, too unhappily. 
To trace the passion that did thus consume him 
In language other than his own salt tears ! 
{Pointing to the portrait.) 
I Methinks there's somewhat of the feeling in 

The expression. You may mark how, whilst tlie brow 
Swells with some thought intense, the mouth's com.- 

pressed 
As though to prison it. — And yet a look 
Of half-quenched anguish too, suffused throughout, 
I; Seems to attest the violence thus done 
Within. 

Willoughby. I see into his very soul. — 
For sure thou hast touched the magic spring, whereby 
T'was sought to lock it in from all observance. — 
But, say, by what ill fare did it befall. 
His passion was thus hopeless ? 

Cotmtes*. "T'was his lot 

To love. One, whom it was forbad that he 
Should tell he loved. — {Willoughby starts.) 

Such is his story, as 

I've gathered it. — But we pass on unto 

Another — (pointing out a portrait./ 

of another cast too, nay 

All out diverse. — This is a Warrior by 
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Vandyte — Sir Marmaduke St. Auriol, counted 

One of the comliest gallants of his day ; 

A valiant gentleman, moreover, and 

You see of goodly aspect. — Yet there is 

A look of levity about the lip 

I like not. He was of a roving spirit, 

And what is called in the great world a man 

Of pleasure, holding cheap all womanhood, 

And soldier-like — {half playfitUy.) — your pardon — wooing 

Fair dame, as she might chance upon his path 
With e'en yet fairer speech — she who came last 
Being ever counted fairest ! 

Willoughby [earnestly and approaching her.) Nay, most 
sure 
You doubt not 'tis in the very thrall and bondage 
Of all sincerity and truth that — ? 

(Impassionalely and approaching the Countess.) 

Countess. Ah ! 

{Agitated ajid moving towards the door, where she appears 

to listen as if to some one outside.) 
One moment — hist ! — Methought I had heard the voice 
Of a dear friend of days gone bye — but — no — 
These are the accents of a stranger and — 

(Coming back with assumed uncoTicem.) 
I crave your pardon. Is it 

Willougkby {(g/art and disconcerted.) Is it that she'd 
spare me 
The anguish of denial ! — Yet again — 
I know not — ! {Perplexed.) 

Countess. But we've rambled from — once more 
Unto mine office of expositor. {Approaching t/te pictures.) 
You named but now, if I remember me, 
Those graces, rare sincerity and truth — 
Yea all too rare, it may he. — Doubtless 'tis 
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That they are deemed old fashioned, and have thence 
Grown obsolete. 

WUlovghby (abstracted.) Sincerity and truth 
Should ne'er be out of date. 

Countess [mgHng.) I think not. — But 
To resume. I was about to say that here 
We have an exposition meet of the text, 
Both in the artist and the mind he drew. 

[Pointing out a portrait.) 
This is a Learned Judge of the Land by Holbein, 
Whose sharp, and somewhat formal, pencil doth 
Well suit the subject, rendering it with all 
Reality, and that nice scruple which. 
Despite the quaint punctiHo of the phrase, 
Sheweth so honest, when laid side by side. 
With the uncertain and las tracery 
Of modem Art, which yet would fain call such, 
A just and lawful freedom. — Then as to him 
Who is thus pourtrayed — 
(Apart upon observing Willouguby, who stands dejecled.J 

So desolate he looketh, 
And all bereft, my treacherous tears begin 
To plead for him against myself! 
(Again assmninff composure and addressing Willouqhby.) 

It may be 
The aspect's of the severest and — but then 
You bear in mind he was a Judge, and doubtless 
The cares of that dread function had passed into 
His hrow. — And yet there's a pity too in the eyes 
That struggles with the firown, and seems to figure 
Justice with mercy temper'd. Howsoe'er 
That may be, he was, one, in whom were found 
All truth and all — 

WUloughby {abstracted, and gazing at another portrait.) 
Assuredly. — What grace 
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What gift doth go to make up excellence 

And may not be found here ! 
Countess. Some other master 

Hath caught ye ?t— Ah ! — 

{Shrinking, when she perceives that Willoughby is en- 
grossed with a portrait of /lerself, as the Countess St. 

ACBIOL. 

It is not worth your note. 
And was consigned unto this chamber of 
The dead — as one who was dead before her day ! 
In sooth it merits not a second glance, 
And mean too as it looks 'mongst these choice samples 
Of the elder School, it flatters me o'er much ; 
For as you see, the complexion's all too fair.— 
I am well nigh a Brunette — the eyes too deep 
A blue — for if it comes to that, mine are 
Light grey — and then the air beside too youthful— 
Though you mayn't think it, I am far more aged 
Than it would make me — aye, am going on 
And quick unto my thirtieth year — or more. — 
And — here — see here — a Titian — here a Rembrandt — 
How true — how faithful — Heed it not I prithee, 
I can't away with what thus flatters ! 

Willoughby {impasaimiedly.) Yea, 

Flatters by failing to pourtray the glory 
That it dares copy ! — Yet did not that glory 
Hallow all being by thus being — here 
Were sure the type and the exemplar of 
All that is gracious upon earth 1 — In vain 
I struggle 'gainst this — be my doom whate'er 
It may, I yet must leam it, and — ! 

(Impassionedly and approaching the Countes».J 

Cowntess (apart and agitated.) Sweet Heaven 
Avert — ! {IVith excitement and assumed mirth.) 

But I do weary thee. — Enough 
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Of these my dissertations Ethical. 
One might suppose I were some grave Professor 
Of the University, or, it may be 
A doctor of Divinity ! Let's find 
Some lighter theme to hang our thoughts upon, 
Wer't but for sake of change. Variety 
Is the charm of life, they say, and talking of it, 
Here is — {Pmnti-ng to the portrait of a Lady.) 
Willoughby. Yet grant me but one — 
Counless {apart and with increased agitation.) 

Would he loathed me ! — 
Here is — {Pointing to the portrait^ 

Willoughby. No longer may I hide from thee 
What— 

Covntess {rapidly and with feigned levity.) Here's a 
rainbow beauty for ye, painted 
By the Rubens. She was a Coquette, they say, 
And as you may discern, the painter's wand, 
With Justice debonair, hath gently branded 
Upon her brow, the sin whereof she stands 
Accused — but stamping it no less, most legibly 
In every fickle tint of her arch-sister. 
And prototype of the skies, each trait and lineament 
Of the fair visage, softly thus the while. 
By his superb and paradoxical hand, 
Constrained to render both involuntary 
And voluntary witness, thereunto. 
Here we've the bright — 

Willoughby. You would not mock me ! — 

\ Countess (hysterically, and feigning not to hear.) The 

1 bright 

■ Vermillion of the ruddy lip half-oped 
I Like to jewel-box to shew the pearls 
I Within, thus luring on the unwary purchaser. 
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Who scarce had paid his heart down as the price — 

'Tis all lie hath — of the rich stock whereof 

This is a sample, when behold — a curl 

Of the same ruddy lip converting it, 

As 'twere by magic, into a reef of coral 

Whereon the luckless and forlorn love-mariner 

Straight maketh most calamitous shipwreck. Again 

Behold these twin stars in the front of the mart, 

{Pointing to the eyes.) 

Gems, be assured of the first water — See — 

Willoughby (after several unavailing attempts to gain her 

notice.) Cruel ! — Must I believe that 'tis thyself 
Thou here designest — ! I conjure thee — ! 

Countess fwiik encreased excitement, ^c.) Mark, 
Mark how they sparkle ! There's a customer 
For certain — (Willoughbv covers his face vnth his 

hands.) Aye — you hear him counting out 
His ttighs until his soul is emptied, and 

(Willoughby makes a gesture of entreaty.) 
He turns it inside out to shew he hath 
No more t No more she cares to have to do 
With him, or suitors out of breath to press 
Their suit — {Making a gesture, as if discarding.) 
So mark again another change. 
Lo ! lambent fires become consuming flames, 
And the poor fly that woo'd the treacherous beam, 
Quick perisbeth within it — all she looked for ! 

(Laughing hysterically.) 
tVilloughby, Yes, thou art one of thine own fatal sex ! 
Countess {laughing, tfc, and still appearing to comment 

on the portrait.) 
Aye, it is so — 'tis so ! — When you have reckoned 
Each separate thread of the golden meshes of 
Those golden tresses, you may likewise tell 
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How manj &tal snares the witching web 

Holds out for the unwary ! When you have numbered 

The ever-changing hues that come and vanish 

Upon that roseate cheek, you may sum its wiles ! 

When you have sounded the depths of that little 

minikin 
But nathless, all unfathomable whirlpool. 
Which dimpling there insidious, taketh the tide — 
Forsooth of her innocent laughter — {Laughing hyxterically.) 

and enwreathing it 
Into bright silvery eddies, straight engnlphs 
The unweeting in its perfidy — you may then 
Count if ye will, the victims of the vortex, 
The pangs, the tortures, cruelties, she flung 
Ruthless and reckless on the race of man ! — 
Aye there you are, ray Lady Lurabel, 
Thyself and Rubens are sure witnesses. 
That thou in very truth art a coquette ! 

{Laughing hysterically, ifC.) 
1VtUo'ughbj/{impasdonedly,and kneeling loiheCowsTBas'a 
portrait.) 
Then let me worship here ! — For here whate'er 
May elsewhere be, is truth, and love, and that 
Mercy seraphic, which doth find its sole 
Happiness, in the happiness of others. 
And unto whom, their misery, were its own ! 
Yes, let me worship here ! For though that lip 
Be mute, a spirit voice from out the soul 
Respondeth, and my entranced sense drinks in 
Unutter'd harmonics of gentle thoughts. 
More ravishing than mortal tongue e'er spoke ! 
Yea, let me worship here ! For here 1 may 
Gaze unrcproved, pray unreproached, and O 
Extasie, win hack glance for glance, and sigh 
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For sighj and tear for tear, and heart for heart ! 
Yes, let me worship here ! For though it he 
But a briglit dream I kneel to — yet more blessed 
To breathe the unavailing vow to that 
Which thus transcendeth all reality, 
Than to—! 

{The Countess, overcome wilh emotion, sobs aloud. Wil- 
LODGHBY starts and rises.) 
"Tia false — the vision stands confessed ! 
And — tears ! — She pities — she relents — she's mine! 
{Clasps the CovsTESs'a hand, who gives way to a passion 
of tears. The scene closes.) 



SCENE VIII. 



An Apartment iu the Mansion o/Lord Jotbel. 
JoYBEL vfalHng vp and down. 

Joybel. So — here am I, become as arrant a match-maker 
and couple- monger, as any old dowager vrithin sound of 
Bow Bell, who may have half a score of unappropriated 
spinsters to dispose of! — No one can deny, however, that 
we matrons are, after all, disinterested enough in the matter, 
since we rarely end by fetching ourselves to market. 
Heigho — all for the best mayhap, since a nooze is a nooze, 
they say, whether it be clapped about our throats at the 
parish church, or at Tyhum. Aye — and yet, what she 
can see in that formal piece of plausibility, Wormall, to 
fancy, I'm sure I can't divine ! But every one to their 
taste, and all I know is that mine is — myself. {Thrusting 



gOSKB VIII.] A WOMAN HER OWN RIVAL. I2f 

his hands in his pockets, aiid walking up and down.) Heigbo, 
— caprice, caprice, all caprice ! 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. A letter for your Lordship. {Gives Jovbel a 
Utter.) 

Joybel. A letter! {Turning it about.) Foregad, it must 
come from the land of a Pharaoh then, for 'tis writ in 
hieroglyphics'. 'S'life, 'twould take a college of antiqua- 
ries to decypherit! {Reading the superscription.) "To 
the Noble, the Lord Viscount Joybel." Does any one 
wait? 

Savant. No, my Lord. He who left it, seemed pressed, 
and did not tarry. 

Joybel. Umph. — Some pedant who would put me in the 
pillory of a dedication. — You may go. {Exit Servant. 
Joybel opens the letter and reads.) 

" Um, um, um — If thou lovest thy kinswoman the Lady 
Barbara, yoke thyself unto her forthwith and straitly, and 
watch dihgently over her welfare, as though it were thine 
own. The Park — the Park is the perillous locality. 
In breathless haste, 
lliine admonitor, 
F.» 

Now confound me if I like these jokes ! F, — Yes. This 
is Flippant's doings. I know his hand, though he would 
disguise it under an outlandish orthography. — Pshaw! 
— Ecod I tell ye no man likes to be bantered and — ! 
Take care Mr, Admonitor F., I don't serve you the same 
sauce in your turn, for all the world knows you are making 
up to one of old Helicon's voluminous daughters, the 
nine muses as they are called on the Mall ! Ecod I shall 
touch him up with a distich on Miss Melpomene that '11 
astonish him ! — The Park, the Park is the perillous — no 
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no, but Helicon Hall Helicon Hall — that the dangerous 
spot. — Look to it, Sir Hoaxter, or I may flavor your 
fountain of foolery with one of your own stale jests, 
and I don't know what would make the draught more 
nauseous ! — Pshaw — Hah, hah, hah, {with furced mtrlh.) 
Not that I need make such a face at it either. — 
Very good joke, very good — hah, hah — all fair, too 
— all fair. — (Reading.) " If thou lovest." — Love '■ 
Hah, hah — yoke thyself — hut-tut! — "Watch over her 
welfare." — No, no — his worship Andrew Wormall for 
that! {With emotion.) Pray Heaven he may, dear Bab 1 
Pish ! — " Park — perillous local — hah, hah, hah — By the 
way could there possibly be anything serious in it, and — 
— Pooh. — Ecod — if I am not as flat, and stagnant as the 
rinsings of a Champagne flask ! {Pacinff up and dovm.) 
And what am I about here, swinging up and down like 
the pendulum of a clock, that only kills time by counting 
it. — Here goes for where ever chance may carry me. I 
throw the reins on the neck of my fancy and — yoke thy- 
self indeed ! — And the Park is the perillous local — hah 
hah — All fiiir however, all fair — but d— d impertinent 
nevertheless. 

(BaHLJ 



SCENE IX. 
TTie Park as represented in Act II. 

Enter Wormall, Gilburn and Bravos all armed 
and cloaked, and carrying masks. 

Wormall (hurriedly.) This is the ground. 

Gillmm. And as pretty a spot as could be picked out 



for bird-catching. {To the Bkavos.) In. lads, in behind 
the copse, and hold your nets in readiness. 

Wormall. And harkee.— You recollect all is to be done 
in silence ? 

First Bravo. We'll put the young woman in Coventry 
your Worship. 

Second Bravo. And a sack if need be. 

Wormall. In, knaves. — (Bravos conceal themselves be- 
hind the copse.) Now, Gilbuni, I count upon your prompt 
and ready hand. There's no room for delay. Hence — if 
she struggle hard — we cannot be over delicate in our 
dealings. 

Gilbum. I've served long enough in a press gang, your 
Worship, to know summat o' the trade. 

Wormall. Nay — no unnecessary \-iolence either, as such 
might be afterwards difficult in the healing. 

Gilbitm. Leave it to me, leave it to me. — Had'nt I the 
charge of the hen-coop in my youth, when I was powder 
monkey to the Laughing Hyena ! See : always catch your 
pullet over the wings, or its odds it '11 get as many 
scratches as it gives. And look ye — {Fumbling in his 
pocket.) I've a dainty mouth piece here will stop all 
chirping — {taking out an instrument /or stopping the voice.) 

JTormall. Good. — 

Gilbum. Aye — Ib'lieve I know more nor your Worship 
'bout keeping the peace after all, although they say as how 
you are one of the Quorum ! Hah, hah, hah. — {Laughing 
ioisterouslg.) 

WarmaU. 'S'deatli I — Silence or we ruin ail and — 
(Aside.) Ruffians!— 

Gilbum, No fear, no fear. But 'bout this same matter 
of keeping the peace, wasn't your Worship saying just 
now that I was to give tongue myself a bit, not the less ? 

WormaU-. Well remember'd. You may frepeat some 
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half-dozen words, in order that she may deem for the 
time, she has fallen into strange hands, not mine. 

Gilbum (aside.) She'll not be fer out whichever way 
she takes it ! 

Wormall {starting.) Hush ! — no— 'tis nothing — aye — 
{Looking at his watch.) It wants some minutes of the 
hour yet, — Well then. When she is secured, we strught 
muffle her up, and carry her to my coach as one who 
swoons — you take me ? — In case we encounter ques- 
tioning. — 

Gilintm. Aye, aye. — A lady who is like to be carried 
off by a sudden attack ! 

Wormall. Should any look to bar our way — we disable 
them — but no manslaughter. — 

Gilbum. Look ye. Run our shot through the rigging, 
and lay them on their beam ends ? 

Wormall. So. — The others have the cue in this matter, 
if I remember ? 

Gilburn. Make your mind easy. I'll back 'em to bleed 
e man within an inch of his Ufe ! 

Wormall. Hark, hark.— 

Gilbum. Nothing, nothing. Only the hawks in the 
hush pecking at one another for pastime. 

JVormall. Let's quiet 'em. And 'lis not safe we 
remain longer out of cover. The time is close at hand 

{WoBMALL and Gii^BVRfi retire behind the copse.) 



SCENE X. 



Enter Folio running and carrying a large cudgel 
Folio {out of breath, and panting.) Hoh— hah — phew 
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No, never caught a blink of it again after it turned that 
inauspicious promontory ! Hoh — hah. But it's no child's 
play, to keep up with a coach and four at full gallop, as if 
it ran off with Phfeeton and the Sun ! Ha — phew ! There's 
mischief a-foot, I know there is ; or rather, it's mischief 
that* s a-horseback, and Folio a-foot — there's the villainy 
of it ! Hah — hoh. To be constrained to take to my legs 
after this fashion, who have never before used any but the 
legs of my chair ! Plague on this pestilent humour, that 
ever seizes me when 'tis least convenient. Let a matter 
of gravity be uppermost, and it's ten to one I get out of 
the perpendicular, and tumble head over heels inconti- 
nently ! The Park — aye, the Park's the port to steer for, 
as well as I have picked up the geography of the scheme. 
But to which point in it? That's the question. For our 
port, like some others, happens to be so capacious, that 
one is at sea again as soon as they get into it — the which, 
by the way, I should be, were it only the size of a duck 
pond ! But faint heart never won fair lady, either from 
herself — or her destroyer. So again to set sail on our 
voyage of discovery. (Bung out.) 



SCENE XI. 
Another quarter of the Park. A large Iron Gate at ike back. 

Enter Lady Barbara ihrough the gate, foUowed by two 
Footmen viith staffs. 
Lady Barbara {flurried and agitated.) Let my chariot 
Await me at the gate. By and bye I shall return. 

(T/ie Footmen bow, and retire through the gate.) 
Return! O would that I did ne'er return, 
But underneath this sad and peaceful turf 

K 2 
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Did lay me down, my miseries and I 
Together, all forgetting and forgot ! 
lSudde?ilj/,) Let me not tear the bandage from mine eyes, 
But hie at once, self-blinded, to my fate ! 
{Moves rapidly to the side and encovntera Jovbel, who 
enters.) 
Lady Barbara (starting.) Ah ! 
Joybel. Pardon my rash speed — I noted not — 
(Lady Barbara hows haughtily, and passes on, Joybel 
bows, and ffoes by in silence. On the point 0/ departure. 
Lady Barbara tarns round, and coming back hastUy, 
extends Iter hand to Joybel, who advances eagerly to 
meet her.) 

Lady Barbara {faulteringly.) Harry ! 
Joybel {with emotion, and taking her hand.) Dear 

Barbara ! 
Lady Barbara. FareweU. {IVeeping.) 
Joybel. Alas, 

And has it come to this ! 

(Joybel kneels, and raises her hand to his lips.) 
Lady Barbara {suddenly withdrawing her hand.) It may 

not be ! 

Nay but it may, and honesty, when honest, 
Needs not to be ungentle — {giving her hand again.) 

Here is ray hand. 
And seal upon it, if ye will, the sign 
Of — your forgiveness ! 

Joybel {kissing her hand.) Of my passionate love ! 
Lady Barbara {convuked.) Ye loved rae then — ye loved ? 
Nay breathe it not. 
No no no, breathe it not— no no — O would 
These streaming tears were a wave of the wild ocean, thus 
To drown poor Barbara, and her woes for ever ! 

{Giving way to a passion ofgri^.) 
Joybel {apart, and rising.) Now angels guard her ! Tis 
as my worst fears 
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Presaged, and mischief hath close wound her in 

Its fatal toils 1 

(7^ Lady Barbara.) Hear me, I supplicate ! — Hear me. — 

Not now alone, but henceforth, and for ever. 

If so it must be, I renounce all hope, 

Or wish, or plea, or prayer, that could gainsay 

The quiet of that bosom, still more dear to me, 

Than aught in life I could or pray, or hope for ! 

I pledge me from this hour, these lips are seated 

To what they fain would utter. I will teach 

My thoughts to unthink themselves, mine eyes to gaze 

on all, 
My heart to treasure all, but what they would, 
Only be merciful unto yourself, 

Nor immolate ye thus a victim unto I 

One, who no mercy knowetb, and who lience ^ J 

To mercy liath no claim ! 

Lady Barbara. No more — if so, 

Thou'dst spare that victim — as most sure thou wouldst 
All anguish could be spared, but pass her on 
Gently and soothingly unto her doom. 
Farewell — nor think upbraidingly of her 
Who, unto that sad word suhjoineth nought j 

More kindly. What my lip would fain too utter, 1 

Must now and ever lie deep buried here. 

[Putting iter hand to her boaom^ 
But 'tis most like ye read the inscription, ere 
The hope whereon 'tis writ, was laid in the grave ! 

(JoYBEL lurns anide in emotion.) 
And now again farewell ! 
{With assumed playfulness, and placing her hand in At*.) 
Nay, one glad greeting 
Before we part. Let us be as we were ever ! 
Ye know of yore I was a blithsome one. 
And had an idle love for happy things. 
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Be happy then, if it were but for my sake. 
1 had El prayer in childhood, that it might be 
A sunny day, the day that I should die — 

[Sobbinff, and eHdeavouriiuf to assume mirth) 
Come — ye must be in the place of the sun, for it 
Doth shine hut churlishly — and now sweet Coz 
Ouce more farewell — farewell ! — (Runs oit/,) 

Joybel. The expiring breath 

Taken from agony, to give unto 
The grief that doth bewail it consolation ! 
But to the last I'll hang o'er her loved form. 
Nor deem so bright a spirit can have passed 
From happiness to misery, until 
I must perforce believe 'tis so. — 

{Making a movement to follow Lady Barbara, 
Ae suddenly checks hitnself.) 
Yet, nay — 

She would not have it thus, and — Yes, her will 
Shall be my law — although it exile me, 
Then when I'd hold her nearest to my heart. 
And she is locked in the cold grasp of Fate ! — 

{Moving in a direction opposite to that taken by 
Lady Barbara.) 
Yes I will tear me from this — {Coming back) Yet again — 
(Again going forward.) 
It must not be and — {Again coming back) Still — 

One effort— thus ! 
I {Rushes out in the direction opposite to that taken 

by Lady Barbara.) 
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SCENE XII. 

The quarter of the Park 03 first represented. 
WoBMALL in advance and looking out intently. 
Wormall. 'Sdeath — Still she comes not. Hath she 
played me false ! 
1 grow all faint with sickened expectation. 
And am as one that's blind and surd, nor hearing, 
E'en my own voice or seeing aught that — Hist — 
But I do see — a female form — and — Aye ! 
It hastens on — It turns — It hastes again — 
'Tis she — herself — Now, trusty Gilbum — now ! 

{Goes behind the copse.) 

Enter Lady Barbara. 
Lady Barbara (agitated and looking about.) 'Tis some- 
where here — I would that I could pray — 
For I do feel as ruin gaped for me ! 

(WoBMALL UTid GiLBUHN, both masked, having come be- 
hind Lady Babbaka, Gilbubn places a bandage, i^c. 
on her mouth, whilst Wormall secures her arms.) 
GUbwn. Fair Lady, by your leave. 

{Tlie Bravos having issued from the copse, they 
proceed to carry her off struggling.) 



JoYBEL rushes in with his sword drawn. 

Joybel {attacking the Bratob, i^c.) Villains ! 
Gilbum. Stand off. — A Lady swoons. 
Joybel. And thou shalt swoon in death for it ! 
Gilbum. Draw, lads, and flesh your forks. 
(7^0 of the Bbavos hold Lady Barbara, who struggles. 
Wobmall, Gilburn, and the others press on Joybei., 
w/u) strikes down one of the Bkavos, but is himself 
wounded and driven to the side.) 
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Lady Barbara (/reeinff herself.J Helj), help, help ! {T7ie 
Bravos affain secure her.) 

WiLLOOGHBV rushes in with his sword drawn. 

IVllloughby. Have at ye, Caitiffs ! 

[Attacks the Bravos, ^c.} 

Joybel, Ever at hand in tiiue of need ! 

ff^ormall (suddenly springing at Willoughby.} Strike 

here, strike here. This is your mark. Strike all ! — 'Slife, 

killing is no murder, when you are barred of your rightful 

purpose on the King's highway. 

(77(e Bravos singlt out Willoughby.) 
Uyioughhy. Should 1 not know that voice ! 
Joybel. Blood hounds, ye'll hang for this! {With des' 
^\ peraiion and throwing himself among them.) 

^1 GUbum. A murrain on 'em, this passes tickling ! 



Folio runs in. 

Folio. To the rescue, to the rescue ! — 

(Attacks the Bravos.) 

Joybel. A timely aid ! 

Wormall. Folio, by all that's fatal ! 

First Bravo. Ecod, this is too close a match for my 
stomach ! 

Second Bravo. I've just enough blood left to carry me 

a Surgeon ! 

Third Bravo. And I, to a Coffin-maker ! 
(The Bravos severally raalce their escape, those who have 

charge of Lady Barbara, being driven off by her 

FooTME.v, who appear from the back.) 

GUbum. 'Sblood, the whole parish will be on us di- 
rectly ! The game is up ! 

Wotinall. Away — and let them not lay liand on ye. 

(Wormall and GiniuRNj?y.) 



I 
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Joybel (falling against a tree.) The game of life is up 
with me I trow. 

Lady Barbara {who iiaving been freed from the bandages, 
fire, runs over to Joybei,.) 
They've slain him, stabbed him to death, and I, 
'Tis I, have hired their swords ! 

Willoughby {hastening to Joybei/s assistance.) He 
bleeds ! 

Lady Barbara {throwing /terself on her knees beside 
Joybel, and supporting him.) Look up. 
Look up ! It is thy Barbara that calls thee ! 
Life of my life look up, or with thy breath 
Mine passes too ! 

WiUoughhy. He rallies ! — 

Joybel {faintly and half-rising.) Nay, to die 
In such sweet company is argument 
Rather for death than life. — But peradventure 
In that soft fellowship I may Hve too ! 

Lady Barbara. Come weal or woe I'm thine ! 

Joybel {faintly and rising.) I close the bargain. — And 
now my crutches. — {Passing one arm round Lady Bar- 
bara, and leaning with tlie other on Willoughby, they 
come forward slowly.) I say, Colonel ; Those same canni- 
bals at the Cape, have taught thee a most marvellous 
usage of thy weapon ! — But to what is due this most 
timely succour on all hands? (Folio withdraws.) 

Willoughby. As regards myself, to the mere chance of 
my meeting with this gentleman at the Park gate, from 
whom I received hasty tidings of the menaced assault. 
We took different routes, thereby with more surety to 
come upon — {looking round for Folio.) But he has dis- 
appeared. 

Joybel. What ! — My redoubtable auxiliary of the mace ? 
A second Hercules with his club ! Avast— {/o one of t/ie 
Footmen.) Haste after him, haste, and ask him if—if 
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his name begins with an F. — Mr. admonitor F. Yet hold. 
{To himself.) Though my ignorance may compel me to 
go back to the alphabet, there's no need to set others 
spelling, and putting together what, mayhap, is not meant 
to be known, and — 

Secottd Footman. The gentleman, so please your Lord- 
ship, is one Master Folio, Majordomo, I think they call 
it, to Squire Wormall. 

Joybel. Major General, henceforth — if generalship be 
any claim to the denomination ! I see it all. F. shall, 
in our Major General's case, stand for Fortime, for the 
future, or my name's not Harry Joybel ! Come along, I 
shall explain all this by and bye, but now — 

Lady Barbara, To my chariot — quick — your color flies 
again. 

oybel (faintly.) This tatooing is of a surety more in- 
convenient than ornamental. Phew — 

Lady Barbara, Alas, alas ! — {Wringing her hatids.) 

Joybel. Nay nay — we shall be as well as ever before — 
we are twice married! — Or for that matter, the divine 
may anticipate the doctor if ye will, and 'tis only his due 
by the rights of precedence. 

(£xeu7E; Lady Babbaba and Willoughby, supporting 
Joybel. The others follow.) 

END OF ACT IV. 
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SCENE I. 



Jin Apartment at Lady Barbara's Mansion. Lady 
Barbara lying on a couch. Nibble and Attendants 
standing about her. 

Nibbk. Was there ever the like heard before ! 

First Attendant. The world's gone mad with wicked- 
ness sure ! {The Servants whisper together.) 

Lady Barbara {who appears restless and irnpatient.) 
What keeps him all this time ? 

Nibble. My Lady } 

Lady Barbara. The messenger I dispatched to enquire 
of my Lord Joybel — ? 

Nibble. He's gone this very moment my Lady. 

Lady Barbara. And why don't I get an answer? Is 
it B pack of tortoises I've about me ? Send again. 

Nibble {aside.) If it be'nt the Twentieth—! {To Lady 
Barbara.) Yes, my Lady, — But his Lordship is now 
doing purely thanks to 

Lady Barbara. Will ye hold your tongue. Sauce-box, 
and do as I bid ye. — And troop~off all o'ye together and 
get married, hke good wenches ! 

Nibble (aside). Aye she's in high gig — married! — I'm 
like to come in for a wedding gown, one way or 
another, I fancy- {Exeunt Nibble and Attendanth.) 

Enter a Footman. 
Footman. A letter for your Ladyship. 

{Delivers the letter to Lady Bahuara and goes out.) 
Lady Barbara. Ah !^— from Maddalene ! {Hises rapid- 
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Ip and comes Jbrward) and here am I rolled up in my- 
self, instead of dedicating my every thought Pray 

Heaven her welfare Ukewise be assured -{breaks open 

the letter and reads.) How's this ! — {Reading aloud.) 

" And you may well believe 'tis no light cauae that 

in this happy crisis of your destiny, now estranges me 

from your side, and Yes, we have met — he has failed 

— and has sunk beneath the test. — One more ordeal, 
however — for like to the drowning, I cling to the shadow 
of hope — is still to be encountered, and by it will be 
determined my future allotments. If it realize my 
already too well attested fears — if fidelity be a fiction — 
then farewell love, and I retire from the world, — carrying 
with me, however, one solace, the memory of your friend- 
ship, which has ever been found faithful by 

Maddalbne." 

{Hurriedly and moving some paces towards the side.) 
It must not be. He shall have timely warning, and 
thus all doubt and hazard — But take heed ! — Take heed ! 
— He has proved faithless ! — Shall I too prove so — 
betraying her to one who woo'a her, — like him I've 
'scaped — for nought, it may be, save — the worthless 
gilding that enframes but as a foil, her noble nature! — 
Yet most sure I wrong him ! — Nay I may not think that 
one so gentle and so brave could — ! What to counsel, 
I know not'- — I but know I yearn to clasp her unto 
my heart and make her miseries mine '■ — 

Enter Nibble. 

Nibble. An't please your La'aship 

Lady Barbara. My chariot — quicksand follow me to 
my chamber. — [goes mil hurriedly.) 

Nibble (calling after Lady Barbara). But, my Lady, 
my Lord sends Oh ! i'faicks if this be love-making 
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Stephen and I — ! (a bell is rung violently outside.) Odds 
how she tatters the bell, just as though I were tied to the 
end on'tj and she'd pull me up like a fish out of water — 
as I am, when put out of my way. {Es^it pouting.) 



SCENE II. 



An Apartment in Joybel's Man-Hon. 

JoYBEL, Ai* arm in a sling, ^c, lies on a couch. Wil- 
LOUQHBY paces to and fro, and appears discomposed 
and agitated. 

Joybel {rising and limping forward with a stick.) Zounds 
I'm as ricketty as a tumble-down house, or a piece of 
cracked china ! Phew — how they've carved, me the 
rogues ! Your Knight of the High-way seems only to 
make your acquaintance in order to have an opportunity 
of cutting ye ! Hah. — [To Willoughby who continues 
pacing up and down.) And so this accomplished Desperado, 
who had well nigh robbed you of your life ; and me of 
both mine and my mistress, is the same malignant spirit 
who has influenced your destinies from the first, and who 
has been the instrument of all your past calamities ! 

TVillovghby. As he will also be, most like, of all that I 
have yet to undergo ! 

Joybel. Yet to undergo ! Precious anticipations doubt- 
less for one, who is on the point of gaining at the same 
moment a suit at law, and a suit in love, by the former 
whereof he comes into possession of a lost patrimony, and 
by the latter a principality and a Princess ! In the name 
of all that's preposterous, what new mystery is this you've 
now contrived to conjure up ! Ever since you crossed 
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swords with this cut-throat in the park, you appear to 
sink from hour to hour, under a burden of misery, as 
overwhelming as it is inexphcable. What possible con- 
nection can this all but condemned malefactor have with 
your future, however responsible he may be for the 
past? 

WiUougltby [with hesitation.] Nay — I have not courage 
to let my lips record, what my conscience fain would stifle 
— but you may form some conjecture of the doubts that 
distract me, when I tell you, that the former fortunes of 
this man threw him not only in my path — but in that of 
her — to whom my faith was plighted— and that his ap- 
pearance nowj after a lapse of ten years, during which I 
had lost all sight and knowledge of him, recalls her to my 
memory, associated with fears and apprehensions I find it 
impossible to suppress, and the poignancy of which ate 
still more enhanced, when I contrast the dark colours in 
which the assassin now appears, with the fair exterior 
under favour of which he had then crept into my confi- 
dence. 

Joybel, You don't mean to infer that the villain made 
away with her ! 

WUloughhy (starting.) Almighty Power — if that I could 
think, his murderous hand had touched her innocent 
life ! 

Joybel. Pshaw. — Tis that I would relieve you of your 
alarms by exhibiting their utter incredibility. Did you 
ever know a sharper, who rattled the dice box for thou- 
sands to play at cribbage for groats ? Or because he were 
willing to turn cut-throat to win an heiress, or to secure 
a purloined territory, must we therefore suppose he held 
his neck so cheap as to risk it for the sake of pilfering a 
village sempstress of her pinchbeck thimble, and her 
pincushion! Pooh. — And is this tiie history of your new 
tribulation ? 



fFillouffhby. Nay — I confess my fears took not a shape 
so appalling 'till that you — No, no — But may he not — 
may he not have — ? 

Joybel. Tamper'd with her affections and— ? 
Willoughby {convulsed and rushing to the side as if to go 
out.) Let's to the miscreant at once and learn — the truth. 
Joybel {restraining him.) Are you in your senses ? And 
look ye to learn truth from the very type of falsehood 
itself, from one who is ready to feign everything or any- 
thing which may eiiahle him to elude your vengeance, or 
to satisfy his own f And then again recollect I conjure 
you, your present position and your present engagements, 
and that however sure and guilty might be the confession 
you would wring from him, it cannot, it must not, it dare 
not, interfere with the sacred obligation of that pledge 
which you are bound at this very hour, nay at this very 
instant to redeem! (WiLLOuonitY covers his /ace with 
his hands.) Yes, bear in mind that in thus blindly rush- 
ing to expiate an imaginary wrong, it is not the wretched 
criminal or even yourself but she — she whose honor is 
now in your hands, the Countess St. Auriol, who would 
be the victim you would offer up ! 

Willoughby. Cruel and intolerable perplexity ! 
Joybel. Perplexity ! And do you harbour even the 
shadow of a doubt on which side you should determine f 
Do you hesitate for a moment, as to whether you should 
sacrifice the chimerical, aye the self-seeking scruples of a 
querulous conscience, or the peace, the pride, the hopes, 
the happiness, of a noble and a high-hearted lady < 

Willoughby. Forbid it love and honor ! — Tis the 
chimera of my frighted conscience. — Said ye not so ? 

Joybel. And think it. 

Willoughby. The dream of my imagination ? 

Joybel. Nay, the dotage. 

Willoughby. A weak self-seeking — ? 
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Joybel. Flagrant breach of trust, if you debate any 
longer on the subject ! Away— and vindicate ere yet too 
late, at once her honor and your own ! 

(WiLLOUOHBY rushes out.) 

Joybel {agitated and limping about.) 'S'life — If I'm not 
winded outright, like a wrestler in the ring! — So — ecod 
'tis ray conscience that's beginning to trouble me in right 
earnest ! — I's't possible I have done the hussey aii injus- 
tice ? — Eh ? — And — confound these scratches how they 
tingle ! — Zounds ! — Aye. — To Bab.^'Tis only a woman's 
hand can soothe a wound, whether it come from remorse 
or a rapier ! 

(Lijiijjs out hurriedly.) 



SCENE III. 



Wokmall's Chamber. 

Night closing in. Wobmall, pale and agitated, seatea 
a table and leaning on his arm. After a pause he cojnes 
forward. 

fVormall. All faculty deserts me, and absconds 
To league with ray ill-fortune ; and my once 
Controlled and subject thoughts, now wrenched away i 
From their allegiance, hurry headlong down 
Int« the lap of anarchy ! — And is there 
No rescue ! And the sway that I now hold 
Over the bending and obeisant world. 
That with scarce lifted eye doth homage unto 
My destiny — must this — all this — within 
A few brief hours be shorn away, and nought 
Be left — but nought and shame ! 

{Mm 
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A broken man. 
An outcast, nay, belike a criminal. 
If shouldered thus from off that eminence 
Which lifteth crime *bove law ! — E'en be it so^ 
If all that life holds dear be lost to me. 
Wealth, power, and place — ^let life itself go with them ! 

{Mtises.) 
But hath it come unto this pass ? — And is he 
So sottish, and so idiot, as to seek 
My ruin through his own bereavement ? 

{After a pause becoming suddenly excited.) 

Nay, 
No chance is to be slighted now that gives 
E'en but the faintest glimmering of — ! So — ^Aye — 
Mayhap the fiiry of his fang at length 
Hath passed, and may succumb unto the mastery 
I've ever held when face to face confronted. 
Over his truculent spirit. Good — 'tis well — 

{Looks towards the window.) 
And the night closes in— so better— it 
Will aid my privacy. {Hastily wrapping himself in his 
roquelaure^ and slouching his hat over his brows.) 

And now a light. 
To help me thread the darkness — 

{Takes up a lantern and lights it.) 
So — already 
My routed thoughts begin to rally — and — 
Quick— quick — ^the sands are counted that mete out 
The breath of time that's left to Andrew Wormall, 
To yet renew the tenure of his being ! 

{Exit hurriedly.) 
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SCENE IV. 



Night. Gjiimwood'b Chamber as before represented. Grim- 
wood whose aspect is Jowenng and discomjited, is 
seated beside a table an which a lamp bums obsmrely. 
Maurice stands apart as if watchi7>ff Grimwood. 

Maurice [aside). Hush! — at odds with himself again I 
I doubt an' tlie brewing of his grudge to Master 
Wormall, prove after all of so strong a quahty as he 
would have it. 

Grimwood {in reverie). And such, forsooth, is the result 
of our 
Lone vigils ceaseless, and our lore occult — 
The golden Consommation, save the mark, 
Our sage Projector pledged him to draw forth 
From out the crucible of wroth, o'er which. 
His barren brain hath been so long a-brooding ! 

Maurice. Adso — How he belabours himself! His ton- 
gue would slice into rare whipcord sure ! Well ! well ■ — 
And he but yesternight running over with a wantonness 
of mad mirth enough to scare a body out of their seven 
senses I — Aye '. Somewhat has sore chafed him ever since 
he rendered up the parchments to the lawyer folk, 
Grimwood {rising abruptly and coming forward^ 
Pah! Most inconsequential and abort! — 
And yet I will beswom — I will besworn 
From these same elements such sturdy mischief 
Might have been muster'd, as should pass upon 
The Arch-Fiend himself as the current coin of his realm. 
Did but our clumsy Cabhaiist know his craft ! 

[Striking Ms forehead) 
Maurice [aside). It's my mind on the matter that he's 
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not content with having it in his power to hurt master I 
Wormall in his fortunes only, but would give e'en still i 
more swing to his malice. Save us, but he's a blood- 
thirsty old man ! 

Grimwood. Is e'en cold Justice satisfied for that 
The vulgar felon should disgorge his theft. 
Or doth she not too wring him by the neck ! — 
And shall ripe Vengeance be content with less, ' 

When that the crime within her clutches prove 
To be, high treason 'gainst her very self! 

Maurice. Aye I — There it is— as well as I can make out 
his wild talk, which is like to no christian tongue tliat I 
know of ! 

Grimwood. True Justice may with all impunity 

Place her phlegmatic fingers on the throat 

Of guilt and strangle it, whilst f other lacking 

The ermined robe that doth confer the right 

Of dealing out awards, and sanctions capital, 

Would, through the exercise illicit of 

Such function, e'en herself commit into 

The penal hands of her step-sister. — Not 

But I were well content it thus should be, 

Save that it would vacate the righteous claim 

Of retribution vindicant, the which 

Demands not equal forfeits only, but 

A full and brimming balance in its favor; 

Whereas, reversely, we should here be found 

Deep on the debit side, as seeing that 

We sole, should pay what we would specially have, 

Him the Offender, pay, to wit, death's debt 

With usury of shame — the branded brow 

The shackle — gibbet — and the Culprit's Grave ! — 

Sure, some perverse and thwarting star did rule. 

With wayward influence, my natal liour'. 

(Chafed and discomfited, and pacing to and fro 
L 2 
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Maurice (aside). It's in Bedlam he should be of rights. 

Grimwood, And yet 't'would seem as I had done this 
same 
Arithmetic before and found the account 
To make for me ; that — howsoever the matter 
Did come to pass — 't'was He 'gainst whom was scored 

The law's extremest penalty — whilst I 

How was it ? — Aye ! — 'gainst me too was writ down 

A bleeding item, — ^but not costly with 

Hootings of the base crowd, and ignominy 

Thereto annexed, on which conditions I 

Were but too gladful — yea, too merry in 

The thought that I should be let blood of these 

Few lazy drops that trickle 'bout this heart. 

And keep it writhing thus 't'wixt life and death*; 

But certes jocund e'en as Joy herself. 

If so his forfeiture thereby were compassed. 

Aye ! — thus — But here's the hitch. What ligature 

Of cause and of effect, doth yoke them twain ? 

How was it that from one we got to the other. 

And thus did reach at last to the winding up ? (Ponders.) 

Maurice (aside.) An' it were not that he has put me 
down in his will, for the insides of yonder strong box — 
(looking towards a chest which lies at the side), that holds 
all he saved out o' the fire in the time o' the troubles, I 
would'n't be the keeper of a mad-house many hours 
longer, that I would'n't! — ^Though 't' would be scarce 

human to leave him in his old age, either, and he so 

Lord direct us ! 

Grimwood. I swear by all the Saints I have ere this 
Gone through the computation and have solved it. 
And were it not for the blotting and the blurring 
Of this decrepid brain in noting it down 
I now could — (starting.) 

Hush — a dream ! — What was't I dreamed 
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Last night?— How that as I — did wander in 

The blind abyss of a deep wood, there came 

Upninning unto me, in ghastly haste, 

AH bristled o'er with terror and dismay, 

A hunted fugitive, who straightway at 

My feet did fling him down, and pluck my cloak, 

Beseeching I might muffle him therewith. 

And hide him from the pursuer. Then did I 

Laugh in his beard, and spit at him, and spurn him, 

Whilst he still plucked, and plucked, and wept, and 

prayed. 
Until that seeing he might not prevail 
To gMn the garment by fair means, at length 
He fain tried foul — and slew me — whereupon 
The wood did change into a Justice Hall ! 

{Clasping liis hands exultingly, and vociferating.) 
Brave ! brave ! most brave ! — The enigma's solved, and 

now — ! — 
Did I not hear it, the adder that's coiled in my soul, 
Hissing and telling me there was a trick of the weapon, 
Whereby to deal a blow compared wherewith, 
The puny buffet that I menaced, was 
But as the toothless spleen and helpless cunning 
Of new-born babes ! {Exultmgly.) Aye, aye, but now — 
but now \— {Recoiling.) 

Avaunt ! What spectre's this that tlurusts me back ! 

Avaunt ! He hath flung me into chaos, and 

In vain I grope, and grope — {Groping about vacantly.) 
Where am I ? 
{Observing Maurice.) Ho ! 

{Seizes Mm.) 
Maurice {terrified). Defend us ! 

Grimwood. Help me out of the dark good fellow, 

And I will pay thee well for it. So — thine arm. — 
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{Takes Maurice in/ the arm, and ivatkx on stealthily as 

if feeling his way.) 
The secret — {Whispering with Maurice confidentially.) 

I've not placed it out of my keeping? 
Is it not thus? Speak! Give my fears the lie. 
Thou shalt have gold for this. I still am master 
Of the secret? {Getting into a reverie, during which? 
Maurice takes the opportunity to disengage hia arm, 
and to retire a few paces.) 

Help — I stumble — Help '■ {Cfroping) 

Maurice {apart.) He clean 

Forgets he hath already told it all 
Unto the— ! 

Grimwood {looking half consciously at Maurice.) 
What strange faces were those that looked 
Of latt«r day upon me ? 

(Impetuously, and vociferating^ There was burglary 
Done here ! I swear to it, for they robbed my conscience) 
And made an inventory of the goods they stole, 
Writing it down in a book. Arrest them straight ! 

Maurice. May it please your Worship 'twas with your 
good will, 
And at your instance, that 'twas done — 

Grimwood (seizing Maurice.> Stop tliief — 

Stop thief — thou'rt one of 'em ! 

Maurice {dismayed.) Now, as I hope 

For mercy, 'twas yourself dehvered up 
Unto the gentlemen of the Law the deeds, 
Which, as your Worship's self too hath declared, 
Will, ere that many days have come about, 
Leave Andrew Wormall not worth half a groat ! 

{Grimwood stands stiipef 
{Aside.) Aye — now his wits return, and his eye settlt 

but 
In the same sort as that of the dying, when 
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In the last agony !— The saints preserve us ! 

Grimwood (smiting his breast.) O thou poor — crazy — 
miserable old man ! 
{A streak of light coming in under the door at the side, 
appears on the floor,) 
Mawrice {starting upon observing the light,) What's here ? 
(Grimwood, who at first abstracted^ looks vacantly at the 
lights begins by degrees, to regard it enquiringly,) 
Grimwood {suddenly clasping his hands together,) Aha !— 
The light that comes Yore death ! 

Aha ! — ^The dream ! 

{Pressing his hands to his forehead,) 
Suspend thy rush to ruin. 
Frail fabric of my crumbling brain, until 
The web be spun, and the prey be won — then come 
The crash whene'er it list ! 

{The light disappears,) 
Maurice {pointing) TTis gone ! 
Grimwood {impassively,) And will 

Again come back. {The light re-appears,) 

As Lo ! — {pointing,) 
And will again 
Qo^{the light continues to disappear and re-appear,) 
And return, return and go, the while 
Winding in narrower circles, and still narrower, 
*Till that it droppeth into the gaping maw 
Of the Fate it bodes — but yet must needs fulfil ! 
The cloak of the prophet hath descended on me ! — 
And now — haste haste— behind the hangings — haste — 
{With rapidity^ and thrusting Maurice towards the hang- 

ings of the bed,) 
And fasten thy greedy eye with such fixed gaze 
On whatsoe'er shall here be done, that thou mayest 
Hereafter paint it— aye, to the very wart 
And pimple of the life ! Dost mark me ? — But, 
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It matters not, wliate'er betide — beware 
By all thy hopes, and all thy fears, beware — 
Thou movest, utterest, breathest not, until 
The Man that enters here ag^n departs. 

Maurice (iimidlp.) 'Tis nought but what is honest? 

Grimwood. Do I not say 

That He who comes shall go I 

Maurice. But wherefore—? 

Grimwood {abruptly.) Hearken ! 

Wilt thou possess yon treasure — aye — this niglit. 
Or shall I beckon a beggar, that he come 
From off the street to fill bis rags therewith ? 
So — thou art reasonable. — Good Varlet. — Well, 
When all is done that thou sbalt witness, if 
Thou hast a tale to tell — then a God's name 
Tell it— nay, I do swear thee unto this, 
Tis the bond of the bai^ain. Go where echo's loudest 
And tell it, shout it, brawl it ! — People say 
There's a brave echo in a Justice Hall, 
That maketh e'en a whisper to rebound 
O'er half the globe ! — Go there — and tall thy tale ! — 
Now to thy covert — in and close — 

{Thrusting Maubice behind the hangings.) Remember ! 
{Shakes his clenched hand at Maurice, and liaving covered 

him with the hangings, comes forward and looks inlenilg 

at the light.) 
Aye — there it shineth still, to me as precious 
As gleam of summer's sun through his dungeon bars 
Unto the captive ! — Aye — 
{Rapidly,) And now by favour 

Of its light, to instant b^t our trap, whereby 
To purge the house of vermin that infest it, 
{Hurries to a cupboard and taking out broken victuals, ^c, 

spreads them on the table.) 
They say I'm not a hospitable man ! 
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Now by my troth they lie. What ho3t doth more 

Tlian make his guest partake his fare and fortunes ? 

And I do lack smooth breeding and good manners ! 

Now mark another lie. Who ever knew me 

Compel my guest to rend his food with his fingers. 

Nor give him wherewithal to do his work ! 

{Laying down a large knife on the table. A knocking is 
heard at the door. Gbimwood cames forward with de- 
liberation and solemnity.) 

Aye — Death is at the door ! And at his heels 

The undertaker, who doth live on death. 

Whilst we meantime put on the grave clothes, and 

Array the banquet for the convivial mourners ! 

{The knocking is repeated.) 

But we do tarry, and thus hinder'd, he 

Doth clamour for the corpse. He hath it ! (Moving to- 
wards the door. The knocking is repeated.) And now 

They would hammer the nails and make all sure — but hist 

His scarf and funeral foppery — 'tis caught 

In the mortmain grip of the dead man's hand ! 

{With mock iiisinuationy and beckofmg.) 
Come in. 

There's room for both — 

{Fondling and beckoning as he moves on.) 

Nay, but thou mayest — 

{Fiercely and stamping.) And must 

Wilt struggle ! Tush — thou'rt mine. 

fA knock.) The lid is down, 

And thy fellows have made it fast. (Rushes to the door.) 

To my arms ! Let me hug thee 1 

(Gbimwood unbars the door, and having opened it, retires 
some paces, gathering himself up. WoaiSALL.pale and 
haggard, and miiffii-d in a large roquelamre, his hat 
slouched over his face and a lantern in his hand, comes in 
irresolutely. He raises his hat and salutes Grimwood 
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with deference. After a pause, Gsimwood obtequiougly 

and with mock reverence, motions Wobmall to the table. 

They ait.) 

Wornrnll [after a pause, and fauUerinffly.) A guest nn- 
bidden — and mayhap unwelcome ? 

Grimwood {abruptly.) Welcomed and bidden both ! For 
lo, already 
The pomp awaits ye, and the feasf s prepared ! — 
( Obsequiously .) 
I pray your Worship — eat. [Pointing to the victuals.) 

fVormall [apart.) Forebodes this mood 

Or good or evil ? — Let the matter be 

But undivulged, and evil howsoe'er 

The augury, we'll not despair e'en yet 

Of turning it to good. — [Bows to Grimwood.) 

Grimwood. Tia for thy slave 

To plead for pardon, that he hath nut summoned 
A gracious company to meet and greet 
A guest so honourable. But sooth to say — 
I have no friends — saving the parish Sexton, 
And he's — a-digging my grave, so cannot come. — 
True — there's my Chamberlain, and Steward of 
The Household, Gentleman Usher, Groom of the Stole 
Clerk of the Pantry, Pursuivant and Lacquey, 
My man in fine of all-work — for with true 
Spanish grandiloquence and beggary. 
We vest these several dignities and titles 
In one poor varlet — True, there's he beside — 
But varlets — iis perchance your Worship knoweth 
Full well — make sorry friends, save when they're heU 
At distance, only moving at your beck — 
This same should therefore, with all reverence due. 
Wait on your Worship, but that being wise 

[Raising his voice for Maurice to hear him.) 
In his generation, he hath sped to keep 
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His eye upon a legacy that's like 
To drop into his mouth, so be, he looks to it. — 
Hence my sole self must play the servile host. — 
Howbeit you'll take the ready will for the deed.— 
I pray your Worship, eat. — 

Wormall {apart.) Alone. — My blood creeps ! — 

Down demon, down, and tempt me not — ! — and — ^he 
Mayhap already hath revealed — 

{Bowing to Grimwood.) I thank ye. — 
T^s long since we have met. 

Grimwood {folding his arms and looking up.) If I re- 
member me — 
When last it was mine honor to draw breath 
Within the precincts of your Worship's presence, 
'Twas at the battle of that Irish River 
Which gave the Fleming — England — and my minion 
The spoil and plunder of his whilom lord !-— 
I pry'thee, eat. 

Wormall {eagerly.) But *tis not yet mayhap 
Too late for reparation, and — 
(Dramng near to Grimwood and whispering,) 

Thou hast not 
Disclosed the — ? 

Grimwood. Nay, most sure, but keep it still 
To make the most thereof. 

Wormall {with alacrity.) It is but what 
Is just and — 

Grimwood. Umph — ^with such authority 
As your Worship at my side, there's naught that I 
Might not dare perpetrate ! — But eat, I pr'ythee. 
Of this same dish of meat. — It was an alms 
From a compassionate clown that waits upon 
The shambles. He, poor knave, was fain to filch it 
In pity of my need, from certain offal 
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That he, for aught I know, was carrying unto 

Your Worship's hounds ! — Aye — I did feed thee better 

Some half-a-acore of years, or more, gone by, 

At Grimwood Forest 1 

Wormall. These most bitter tauntings 

Are of a truth no more than my desert, 
But if contrition — 

Grimmood. Can the culprit save. 

He'll sit with patience for an hour or so 
In sackcloth and in ashes. — Thus it runneth — 
Your Worship's penitential exercise, — 
Or I forget me ? 

JVormall. But if the Penitent prove 
That he is penitent, by laying down 
As a peace-offering a share — 

Grimwood. Of that. 

The whole whereof he had made away with ! — Aye f — 
Wormall, Nay call it a moiety or more ! — 
Grimwood. Or a mummery — 

Which ? 

Wormall. Now ten thousand furies I — If thou'lt give it 
Such colour and complexion, thou, no more 
Than I, hast claim upon — 

Grimwood. The very point 

That I would urge — but better pleaded — less 
Digressively than garrulous old age 
Might shape the case. We neither of us 
A claim upon the booty, but must both 
Yield it forthwith unto its lawfiil owner, 

Wormall (apart and agitated.) Now do wild thoughts 

beset me ! — 
{To Grimwood.) Say, will nought 
Tempt ye to lay this frantic spirit ? Speak 
What terms do you dem 
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Grimwood. The piice of a halter, 

The which when I have purchased I will hand thee, 
Since, as they say, when desperate, some felons 
Would fain cheat Justice e'en herself! — But soft — 
We are grown scrupulous and hence must not 
Again to fraud prove accessary — nay 
Must rather warn the aforesaid squinting Dame 
She draw her bolts, for that a criminal 
Doth plot to wrest fi-om her the right of hanging him, 
By doing it himself! — Come, come I prithee ! — 

{Pushing the food towards Wormall with violence.) 

Wormall. Beware, I charge ye, of what may betide 
And I thus baited ! — {Agitated and fumbling with the knife.) 

Grimwood. Knew I not that thou 

Wouldst of necessity grow ravenous 
By toying with thy famine ? Quick, man, quick 
And fall to work at once 1 

Wormall {stabbing him.) Then so be it.— 

(Maubice in terror issues from the fiangings, and moves 

few paces towards the windmo as if to give alarm, but 

henitates and appears irresolute. Meanwhile Grimwood 

holds Wormall with Ms back to Maurice so that 

Wormall may not perceive him.) 

Grimwood {to Maurice, with the appearance of ad- 
dressing Wormall.) 
Villain avaunt, or thou dost forfeit all ! 

Wormall. Such argument is now too late. — 

{Slabbing him again.) 
(Maurice quickens His pace towards the window ; but 
still appears irresolute.) 

Grimwood {still addressing Maurice, &c.) Thou too 
Wilt share my fate if thus — ! 

WtM-mall. Too late ! {Stabbing Mm again^ 

(Maurice stands stupefied.) 
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Grimwood {shaking his clenched hand at Maurice 
through Wormall.) Foul traitor ! 

{Reeling and fainting.) 
(Maurice dismayed again conceals himself behind 
the hangings.) 
Wormall {starting and looking about.} 
Who's there!— Hush, hush — ^'tis nought — and all is 

stiU!— 
What's to be done ! — ^The knife is in my own brain 
And murder's council ! — Hist. — The darkness stands 
My friend. — And now for flight of eagle's wing. 
To whirl me hence, thus leaving time and place 
My advocates, in lieu of my accusers ! — {Rushes out.) 
(Maurice issuing from the hangings, runs over to the door, 
and having barred it, hastens to Grimv^ood, and raises 
him in his arms.) 

Grimwood {/aintljf.) Good varlet — good — 
(Raising his voice after a struggle.) 

And now go tell thy tale. — 
(Falls back into the arms of Maurice.) 
7%e Scene closes. 



SCENE V. 



A chamber of sombre appearance, and hung with dark dra- 
peries. Two pictures, each covered tcith a black veil^ are 
placed at opposite tides of the apartment. The Coumtsss 
habited in mowrmng and Willouohbt, whose deportment 
exhibits disquiet and defection, are seated im tke fhmt. 
7%«y rise and come forward. 

Countess (agitated and after a pause.) 'Twere vain I 
sought to hide a heart, that e'en 
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Already, doubtless, hath of itself, betrayed 
Itself — or to deny that this thy suit 
Thus pressed with such deep fervency of prayer. 
Hath kindled aye as deep — mayhap yet deeper 
Emotion here ! (Folding her hands across her bosom.) 
WtUoughby. I breathe Elysium — ! 

(About to clasp her hand he draws back 
irresolutely.} 
Countess (apart.) Hush — 

Again he falters ! — Throbbing heart be still — 
Be still and bide the issue ! 

WUloughby (apart.) Yet — -most sure 

"Tis not ray crime but my fatality ! 
(2fe the Countess.) 
How may I e'er requite such bounty ! 

Coutttess {with assumed plui^fulness.) Nay, 
TVouId seem as tliough, from the burden of the debt, 
Thou wouldst shrink away instinctive ! 

(WiLLOUGHBY turns aside in emotion.) 
Heed me not ; 
I do but play a game at words — and yet 
There's somewhat too that — but I am a woman. 
And woman-like am hence, as 'twere a thing 
Carved out of fear ! — (A pause.) 

Wilt bear with me if — ! — But 
Belike, thou'lt deem me to he of a weak 
And superstitious spirit if that I — 

fVilloughby (apart.) From every sight and every sound, 
howe'er 
Irrelevant, my troubled thoughts would gather 
Foreboding ! 

{To the CouNTEHB, and with assufited mirthfulness.) 
Aye, see — if I have not caught 
Contagion of the malady — but ill 
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Were blessing sure when shared with thee ! — Say on 
I piythee. — 

Couniess. Sooth — 'tis naught — save that the turn 
Of our discourse recalls unto my memory 
The olden time and — Pah 1 — It all pertaineth 
Unto myself ! 

Willaugkby. So better. Speak — and let 
My every sense be so filled up with that 
One precious theme — none other may intrude ! 

Countess (apart and with anguish.) Alack and a-well-a- 
day ! — 
(7'o WiLLOUGHBY.) Nay, it is but — 
That long ago, in the dreamy season of 
Young summer life, when fancy feeds on wonder, 
Having 'mongst other waifs of Treasure Trove — 
Such as free Childhood, like the pilfering bird, 
Is wont to claim as its Regalities, 
And to hoard up, albeit all-unconscious 
Of the nature of its store, but thence the rather 
Prizing what maketh it to marvel so — 
'Tis but that having in that magic time 
Chanced— or mischanced, 'mongst other such like spoils, 
On one of those dark volumes Sybilline, 
The whichj profess to give the stars a tongue 
To prophecy the Future, I by aid 
Thereof, straight set about to cast, as I 
Supposed, my Horoscope, and therein read 
111 fortune — that it was my fate to love — 
And he forsaken ' 

WiUovghby [after a pause of agitation and perplexity.) 
Never, never ! — Say — 
His Wrong who should forsake thee — were it not 
A Wrong — a Guilt — no plea whate'er could plead for ? 

Coftntess. 'Tis hard to sit as judge in one's own cause- 
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t well discern 
What piea against Troth Plighted might prevail ! — 

{WiLLOUQHBY VeCOiln.) 

For what doth such a bond or sealed or unsealed 

Bespeak? 'Tis this : That in the wilderness 

Of myriad life, two wayfarers have met, 

And giving hands, have then and there, or whether 

Beneath the roof of the holy Temple, or 

The dome of the yet more holy Heaven, pledged them 

Through weal or woe, in faithful and in fond 

Companionship, e'en unto death, to cleave 

Each to the other ! Sure most sure this is 

A solemn thing, and fraught with import deep 

And vital to each votary — y^t still 

The more so unto us, it may be, than 

Tis unto you, for man doth in this life 

Hold many stakes for happiness — We — but One, 

Whdst on this One, poor gamblers as we are. 

We hazard aye our All ! How mournful then, 

How desolate, and irretrievable. 

How all despairful is our lot, if so 

We lose this All, and walk the wild, bleak and 

Unpitying world, a hopeless bankrupt ! 

Willoughby {apart.) Misery ! 

Countess {earnestly.) But no, no, never shidl a fate so sad 
Be her's to whom thou hast vowed — ? 

Willoughby. Weave on, weave on. 

Thy witching words, and bind me in a spell 
So potent, that thus prisoned, I may be 
Held blameless, for that I perforce remained 
In such entrancing durance ! 

Countess. Blameless ! Nay, 

Who breathes could chide for that thou wert found faithful 
Unto that One, to whom thou hadst been pledged 
Faithful to prove ? 
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Willougkby [agitated and irresolute.) Had I e'en yet, e'en 
yet. 
Sure token she thus proves ! — 

Vowntes*. And do you, can you 

Doubt her — Can you ! — 

Wllloughby (impassionedly, and ajtprQachvng Aer.) Doubt 



Countess (apart and shrinking away.) Out and alas '.- 
But sooth, 'tis I that am accountable 
For these misgivings that have thus sprung up 
Betwixt us, Aye—{vtith assumed mirth,) and were it 

to absolve me 
Of my trespass — I am e'en half-minded — so 
You promise me fair that you'll not mock at me for 
My pains — to tell you e'en the whole of this 
Same storj' of my youth, the which, as yet, 
I have recounted but in part, that hence 
You may discern there was some color for 
My fancies. — But thou givest me surety thou'lt 
Not mock at me ? 

Willougkby. Say bless thee rather '■ Speak, — 
And if in these memorials there be arught 
Of presage sinister, that whispers thee, 
My passion's inauspicious — spurn that passion — 
And yet not so — forbid it if ye wilt, 
But not ungently. I am, it may be, 
More evil-fated than I'm all-unworthy ! 

(Covering his face with his hands.) 

Countess {weeping, and suppressing Tier tears.) Alas ! — 
Tis pldn my doublings have sore bruised thee. — 
And yet will I achieve the task, were it but 
To prove, if peradventure, we have not 
Been, haply, both at fault. 

As I have aaid, 
In my childhood I had cast, as I supposed, 
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My Horoscope, and therein read ill-fortune. 

Wherefore or from what cause, I tarry not 

To now expound to you, but so it was, 

This fear thus struck into my bosom in 

These early days,there clung, as though 'twere barbed. 

And might not be withdrawn. Time sought to steal 

The arrow forth — and deeper plunged it in. 

Hope pined at length and faded. I had now 

No joy save in its absence, no refreshment 

Save in sad kindred things, in soUtude 

And gloom, as witness, this foreboding chaml)er 

Draped in funereal dyes, ray wonted haunt 

When that the shadow falls upon me. 'Twas 

Henceforth my chiefest study, to consult 

Their histories, to whom it had befallen 

The hapless destiny whereof I speak, 

And from all sources to amass — strange vanity !— 

Legends, and tales, and reHcs, and what not. 

Pertaining thereunto, and thence supplying 

Unto this idle appetite of mine. 

Amongst these ruins of what once belike 

Were fair and goodly structures of bright promise, 

The annals of a Maiden, who, by her 

Betrothed had been abandoned, and whose story 

Seemed more eventful yet, than e'en were those 

Of her ill-fated sisterhood in sorrow, 

Were found and with them — [Pmtsinff.) 

Willoughby [with intensity.) Finish out the tale 
I pray ye. 

Countess. Aye — it chitneth with thy humour f — 
So be it.— Along with these sad annals, as 
I've signified, of our affianced and 
Forsaken Maid, were found some rehcs and 
Love-tokens, such as these poor trembling misers 
Are wont to treasure up, as though in them 
M 2 
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The riches of the Indies lay concentered ! 

To wit: stray odds and ends of verses, by 

Her lover writ, as it would seem ; within 

These scrolls again, some faded leaves and flowers 

Carefully folded ; then a lock of hair 

Constrained together daintily by a little 

Silken fillet— doubtless all his gifts — 

With many other such like simple trophies 

Of her fond victory, as she thought, poor Wench, 

Over the captive heart of him she loved. 

But further, and what's more akin unto 

Myself, by reason 'twas the source the more 

Specific of my whilom fantasie. 

There passed into my hands, as portion of 

These same poor chattels, she so prized— two PortraitSj 

The which, in mourning visors masked, and each 

Apart from th' other, like their fates, you there 

Behqld. {Pointitiff out the portraits. A pause) 

And now shall I — shall I declare 
The portent ? 

WiUoughby. Name it — haste, and be ye sure 

It is a true one — one 'twere impious to 

Gainsay ! Pronounce the sentence — and then shun me. 

As you would shun e'en one accursed ! 

Countess {apart, and with anguish.) Had I 

Foreseen it would have come unto this pass ! — 

Yet how might it have not been thus — or how 

Might I have elsewisc — 1 

Witloughby. I conjure thee, speak ! 

Countess [apart and agitated.) Alas — I know not — ! 

{With herniation and a constrained appearance of indifference.) 
Nay — it is but that 

In these rude Etchings, both, by her own hand 

Assayed, the— memory of the Maiden lies. 

As likewise that of Him who— Him she loved. 
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And that a semblance— or the shadow of 
A semblance — aye or less, if such can be, 
'Twixt thee and Him whose lineaments lie veiled 
Beneath — 

Willoughby {intensely,) I pray you lift that veil, and let 
Me look upon those lineaments. — 

Countess {clasping her hands.) I dare not ! — Say 
Thou dost forgive me — and — ! 

Willoughby. Delay not if 

You'd spare me madness ! — 

Countess (apart.) Back, back, gushing tears 
And harden into adamant, until 
The TriaPs passed. ^Tis done. — 

{Draunng the veil of Willoughby's portrait.) 

Behold ! 
Willoughby {covering his face with his hands.) Myself! 
{Suddenly.) 
The Maiden ! What — where— where may I seek her ? 
Haste — 

I rave — where — agony — you falter Pledge me 

She still ! 

Countess. Upon that canvass liveth ! — 

{Draunng the veil of Maddalene's portrait.) 
Willoughby. Maddalene ! 

{A pause of agitation.) 
Willoughby {tvith intensity as he regards the portrait.) 
Wreak not, blest Shade, that angel look of thine 
Upon this head already bowed beneath 
The burden of thy wrongs, nor by thus meekly 
Kissing the hand that smote thee, consommate 
The bitterness of this hour ! If that thy name 
Be Mercy — so, be merciless — and for 
That brow benignant borrow a crown of scorn. 
May flash annihilation, and burn out 
For ever from all being and all memory, 
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The guilty and his guilt together ! — Maddalene 
Maddaleiie — speak to me, Maddalene — tell me thou still 
Art left to pity and pardon me ! Speak. — She is mute — 
She has passed! — It is over! — Where, where have they 

placed her ? Lefs thither. — 
T/ic Countess who has thrown off her mourning robes, and 

let her hair fall about her shoulders, comes forward, 

habited in white, and simply, as Maddalene.) 

WUlowghby {starting upon perceioing her.) 
Ah — 'tis her Spirit-self that's come to lead me 
Unto the grave ! — 
(WiLLOUQHBY rapidly advances towards the ConNTEsa, 

wMlst she approaches to meet him.) 

WiUmtghby {recoiling.] Forbear — thou'rt she who — ! — 
Nay. 
What light is this that breaketh — ! 

Countess (weeping.) Raymond — 

Waioughby. I dream! — 

Countess. Raymond— 

Willoughby. That voice — that brow — that — ! 

Countess. Raymond — wilt not 

Take thine own Maddalene unto thy bosom ! 

[After regarding her intently for a moment he rushes 
forward and clasps her in his arms. The Scene closes.) 



SCENE VI. 



A Hall in the Mansion of the Countess. A wide staircase 
at the back. A large lamp hanging in the centre. 

Maurice, his clothes and Imnds stained with Hood, 
Tusheain distractedly, followed by Servants, Winifbbd, 
Nibble, S^c. all in confusion. 

Maurice. Murder, massacre and assassination ! 
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Servants, Preserve us and keep us ! 

First Servant. Only to think ! Old Sir Gabriel mur- 
dered by the great parliament man. Squire Wormall ! 

All. O lad O lud ! 

Maurice. Where is the man Raymond Willonghby, will 
no one tell me? 

Second Servant. Is it the foreign gentleman he means ? 

Winifred. Leave it to me. {Runs out.) 

Maurice. And 1 to stand by and see it ! But didn't he 
frighten rae out of my wits, and a'n't I well nigh gone 
distracted this very moment, and — ! 

First Servant. Hush will ye, or you'll raise the street i 
Don't you say as how you've handed him over to the 
watch — the assassinator? 

Maurice {wringing his hands.) I don't know what I've 
done, or what I ha'nt done ! 

Enter two Constables. 

Maurice {running otct' lo the Constables.) You've 
secured him ? 

Mrst Constable. As sure — as you're the man ! 

{The Constables lay hold 0/ Maurice.) 

Maurice. How ! What ! 

First Constable. Twas a knowin' scheme, sure enough, 
to put us on a wrong scent, but we'll teach you a trick 
worth two on't. 

Maurice. I'm innocent, I'm innocent ! 

Second Constable. There's more blood on your hands 
than in your cheeks, for all that ! 

JoYBEL and Lady Barbara descend the staircase. 

Maurice. Good gentleman, for mercy's sake — {Endea- 
vours to rusk towards Joybel, but is held back by the Con- 
stables.) 

First Constable. Aye, you'd slip your collar, would ye ! 
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Lady Barbara (shrinkiiig.) Ah — there's the guilty wretch ! 
(JOYBEL leads Lady Barbara to the back, and places a 

chair for her.) 

Joybel [coming forward.) How's this? 

Maurice. I'm innocent ! 'Twas Andrew Wormall ! 

Second Constable. Hist ! Will ye still deaiat in your 
wickedness ! 

Joybel. Explain. 

first Constable. Was'n't he caught in the act, flagrantum 
dolicto, the villain, by his Worship, Master Wormall, and 
has'n't he the offrontery to brazen it out, and put it upon 
his Worship his-self, that is a Privj- Councillor, a Justice 
of Peace, and a Knight of the Shire, you notorious Malum- 
factor ! 

Joybel. From whom had you this account ? 

First Constable. So please ye, from his Worship's own 
lipsj no less, as you can demonstrify yourself, for he's 
coming with my mates, and the officer of the ward down 
the street after us. (To Second Constable) By the 
same token, keep a look out, Matthew, 'fraid they 
mayn't know as how it's here we've catched him. 

{Exit Second Constable.) 
Maurice. I'm a lost sinner, I am ! For he'll face me 
down, and swear away my life ! But 1 deserve it 
all for giving way to a madman, or being led by his 
threats, or his gold ! I'm ruined and undone ! I'm ruined 
and undone ! {Wringing kia hands.) 

First Constable. Aye, the truth's coming out at last ! 

Re-enter Second Constable. 

Second Constable. His Worship's at the door, and sum- 
monses the prisoner to be brought out, that he may be 
indemni6ed. 

Joybel. Let him confront the prisoner here. He will 
find lamplight better than moonlight for such purposes. 
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Second Constable. 80 please you, I'll tell his Worship 
your sentiment on the matter. {Exit.) 

Maurice. Where's the man Raymond Willoughby, that 
he comes not ? Does he too hold me guilty ? 

First Constable. Look ye, friend — and it's for your 
good I warn ye — mind what ye say, seeing as how, by 
the law of England, him that's sure to be hung, may 
come into trouble if he convicts his-self! — and by the 
same token, here's one that's ready to do it for ye 

Enter Wormall richly apparelled and folloioed by an 
Officer of Justice, Constables, i^c. Wormall 
starts upon seeiitff Joybel and Lady Barbara.) 

Wormall. Your pardon — We encroach — I had not 
looked 
Toencounter with — [To the Officbr) Let us retire to some 
More fitting place for our enquiry. 

Joybel. None 

More fitting, as 1 judge, than that which thus 
Bringeth so many witnesses together, 

Wonnall. O my Lord Joybel-^yours to command. — 
I marked not 

It was your Lordship and my Lady Barbara — ■ 

Your Ladyship's most humble serirant. — This — 
Is a fearful ! 

Joybel, Officer, do your duty. 

Wormall. Under 

Four favor, my good Lord, I first do mine. — 

{Looking round auihoritalively) 
Where is this wretched man ? — 

{To Maurice) Stand forth and look me 
Full in the face ! — Behold how he doth blush 
With the shame of stolen blood, from head to heel ! — 
Out on the foul assassin — and dost think 
To daub me o'er with thy unsightly sin ! — 
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Maurice. Twas your deed — your's — 'tVas you com- 
mitted it — 
I am the innocent, and you the guilty ! 

Wormall {with forced laughter.) Hear him — I prithee 
hear him ! — Now could I laugh 
At the slave's audacity, wer't not, that horror 
Forbids me I should harbour aught but horror ! — 
Was it not, villain, e'en but now ? 

Jaybel. Tis 'gainst 

All law and justice thus to ! 

Wormall [overbearing Joybel.) Was't not, I say. 
Villain, but now that thou didst make confession — 
Mid' the confusion doubtless of thy guilt — 
Aye — make confession of thy crime in the presence 
Of these worthy ministers of the Law themselves. 
Whom thy false oaths had for the moment urged 
To arrest my person — 

{Turning to the Constables) For the which, as seeing 
It was unwittingly done I freely pardon them. — 

{Turning to Maurice) Didst thou not, perjurer, in 
their very hearing 
Before their very eyes, arraign thyself. 
With wild despair insensate, mingling together 
Disclosure and denial, stating to wit : 
How that in ambush thou didst lie for thy victim, 
How that in fine he fell beneath thy knife, 
Thereby securing thee a chest of gold, 
The price whereat, base traitor, thou didst value 
Thy master's life ! 

{Turning to the Constables) Did he not say all this 
In the same breath, wherein he yet denied it ? 

First Constable. Every word on't, your Worsliip ! — Only 
that his mad talk, so puzzled us, we couldn't just at once 
see the drift of it. 

Maurice {vmnging his hands.) I am a murdered man, 
as well as my master ! 
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Second Constable. Peace, you incogirible sinner ! 
{JOYBEL speaks aside with the Officer who appears to 

disseni.) 

First Constable. Hush, will ye ! His Worship's going to 
Bpealc again. 

All. Hist, hist ! 

Wormall. Your pardon, yet, good people, this is not all. 
For dark and murderous as you must deem 
This deed, from what already hath come under 
Your cognizance, still more demoniac it ■ 
Perforce must needs appear, when that the pretext 
Whereby he sought to lay it at my door 
More specially — be taken in account, 
And that a feud, long passed and over, 'f wixt 
The hapless man, whose tragic fate we all 
Deplore, and him whom in those days gone by 
He wrong'd, to wit, myself — may heaven forgive him ! — 
Be found to be the color by the which 
He looked to give truth's semblance unto his 
Most daring accusation ! 
{Turning to Maurice) Fool ! and is't 
With this device, no less infatuate than 
Tis hideous and appalling, thou dost come 
To knock at my gates by night, and seek to smear me 
With those blood-stained hands ? Away — and quit my 



Constables, Servants, ^c. Off with him ! off with him ' 
Officer. Move on, constables, with your prisoner. 
Maurice. Save me ! in mercy save me ! 
{The Constables force Maurice on straggling, the Of- 
ficer and Wormall follow. On Ike point of going 
out, they encounter Willougbbit wAo suddenly enta^s. 
At the same mnmeni the Countess is seen descending 
the staircase.) 

JVillongAbtj. Stand !— There is one who hath come 
back from the grave 
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To testify. — Behold him here, before, ye ! — 
(Grimwood paie and utained with blood, ig carried '«, in a 
chair, fallowed al same distance by fAe Priest and Folio. 
WoRMALL recoils in dismay. A general mot>einenl of 
agitation. Mauiiice breaking from the Constables, 
rums over and throws himself at GaiMwaoo's feet.) 
Maurice. Soul of the raurder'd, thou art come on earth 
To save the innocent and confound the guilty ! — 
Speak — say 'tis he ! — Or if a spirit hath 
No voice, yet let it but waive its hand and point 
Unto the mail, that wrought this bloody deed ! — 
(Gbimwood makes signs to the Attendants to raise him. 
Supported by them, he moves slowly towards Wormali., 
who shrinks away as Gbimwood advoTices. Having come 
within a few paces of Wormall, he slmoly raises his 
hand and points him out.) 
Grimwood. 'Twas Andrew Worraall that slew Gabriel 

Grimwood ! 
Maunce {clasping his hands.) I'm saved, I'm saved ! 

{A pause of agitation.) 

Officer. This of a truth's an issue most unlooked for ! — ■ 
{Turning to Wormall.) 
You are our prisoner, Sir, since thus it is. — 

(Maurice is freed from the irons and Wokmall is 
aecia-ed.) 

Grimwood (addressing Wormall.) I gave to thee a 
pledge that I should guard 
The secret 'till I had made the most thereof.— 
Behold the bond fulfilled unto the letter. 
For know : Thou wer't e'en then a beggar wlien 
Into B beggar's breast was idly struck 
Thine unavailing steel ! Turn round, sir Beggar, 
And with all reverence salute the lord 
Of thy brave seigniories and thy broad domains ! 

{I'ointiiig out Willocghby.) 
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Wormall {intensely and after apatise,) There iivas a day 
an England when a price 
Was set on a wolf's head. We should have lived 
In those good times, and then had Andrew Wormall 
Tribute received — not paid — for that he had rid 
Outraged humanity — of Gabriel Grimwood ! — 
{Turning to the Officer.) 
Lead on, Sir ! Think ye I am on the scaffold 
Already, that ye make me thus play mountebank 
Unto the gaping throng ! Lead on, I say. — 
{Exit Wormall, guarded by the Officer and Consta- 
bles. Grimwood is replaced in the chair.) 
Grimwood {tvith exultation and recovered force.) 
And now hath Grabriel Grimwood drained the cup, 
The brimming cup of vengeance to the dregs ! — 
Aha ! Let me run over with mad mirth ! 
Aha ! — And yet methinks the generous draught 
Leaps lazily unto the brain ! — Whence comes it 
I*m not more jocund and hilarious still? 
IsH that my leaking veins distill again 
The sparkling venom as I quaff it, and 
That life fast ebbing leaves no tide to float 
The burden of my bliss ? — Nay death is strong in me. 
Aye lustier e'en than ere were life before ! — 
Mount, mount bright essence of the avenging chalice. 
And as with fire, my spirit purge of this 
Morose and saturnine ebriety. 
That sitteth sullen by, and fain would play 
The censor at the revel ! — Haste — draw nigh 
Ye Flamens of the carousing God, and anoint 
My lip with foaming laughter ! Come, ye troops, 
Ye Bacchant troops that on the wassail wait 
Come, reel aroimd and writhe ye into a dance 
Of such fine agony as must perforce 
Wring merriment from me ! 
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